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Certain things hold a special place in our hearts not because they were
simple to create, but rather because we remember how much of ourselves
went into keeping them alive.

This magazine is one such thing to me. What began as a series of pages
somewhere along the way became a responsibility | chose to take on, and
something much more personal. As Editor-in-Chief, I've had the privilege,
and sometimes the burden, of holding together its many loose threads: its
words, its people, its disagreements, its silences, and all the little things
that rarely make it into print but make a magazine what it is.

But no editor ever owns a magazine. At best one is a custodian for a while. |
have sought to leave these pages a little fuller than | found them, a little
more inclined to make space for voices not yet heard.

The satisfaction is in knowing that this magazine need not end with any
particular name on its masthead. Its future is in the hands of those who will
write in it, argue over it, reshape it, and perhaps one day look back at these
pages with the same strange affection that | do now.

| leave it with thanks, for the people, the chaos, the faith, the countless
hours that gave it a soul. May it continue to grow in hands more capable
than mine, with just enough of what we built to remember where it began.

“We are such stuff as dreams are made on, and our little life is rounded
with a sleep.”
- William Shakespeare, The Tempest.
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My journey with MedDarpan began with the privilege of being the
inaugural Editor of Parallax, the English section. Today, as | step
away, this edition marks my final association with the magazine.
The baton has now been passed, and | leave with complete faith in
the talented team taking it forward. May you carry the legacy
forward and take MedDarpan to even greater heights. Wishing you

BIVANGSHU ROY all the very best.
PRINCIPAL ADVISOR
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Bringing MedDarpan to life visually across these two editions -
turning ideas into vibrant layouts and design - has been an
incredible journey. Thank you to my amazing team for your endless
creativity, passion, and endurance through every deadline. | step
down knowing MedDarpan is in fantastic hands. May future

editions be even bolder, brighter, and more successful.

AFREEN FARZANA Keep creating, keep inspiring.
ART ADVISOR
\ BATCH 2022-23
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THE WORLD: CHANGES
WHEN YOU DO.
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Reason's
Cclipse

In the words of the great French polymath René Descartes, "Dubito, ergo
cogito, ergo sum"(I doubt, therefore | think, therefore | am).

For centuries, reason has been humanity's greatest compass. Through reason

and rational thought, we explained the natural phenomena, built
civilizations, and transformed society. Yet there comes a point where reason
can take us no further: when we ask who we are, what is |ust, what deserves
to be loved, or what makes life worth living.

Reason's Eclipse explores the horizons of reason. An eclipse does not mean
the disappearance of reason. Rather, it reminds us that in our pursuit of

perfect rationality, we may lose sight of the very things that give life
meaning.

Explore the questions that emerge when reason reaches its limits. Reflect on
morality, meaning, identity, and the human experiences that refuse to be
reduced to logic alone. Stand at the farthest point reason can take you, then
try and look beyond, without ever losing sight of reason itself.

Sincerely,
Editorial Team
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lo and welcome to the 2nd edition of our
beloved Med Darpan. I'm Anohita Samanta from

Batch 2023-24, the Chief Editor of Parallax.

Our theme for this edition was ‘Reason’s
Eclipse’, and our readers will find plenty of
prose and poetry where our reasons will be
stretched by a thousand miles just to make
sense of our reality. I am very happy to see the
continued outpouring of literary excellence
from our fellow college-mates.

Medical college is tough, both academically and
mentally. It constantly tests our strengths, and
I, therefore, find literature to be a profoundly
transformative gateway to explore all our
“trauma” and make it into something so much
more meaningful.

Anohita Samanta
Batch 2023 - 24

Chief Editor of Parallax

This magazine is not just a collection of writings, but something I like to call ‘Love’s Labour’. I think

it takes love, love for literature and love for our alma mater, to pour so much of oneself into this

pursuit. This magazine would not have come to fruition through my efforts alone, and I would like to

thank all of my fellow editors, artists and other creatives who put their precious time into making

Parallax what it is today. I would also like to thank my college for providing us with unique

opportunities to explore the more creative sides of the usual nerdy bunch.

This magazine is like a breath of fresh air among the usual crowd of clinical and non-clinical

subjects. I hope my college-mates will enjoy reading through some fiction and non-fiction as much

as they enjoy going through their yearly PYQs.

Hope everyone here has a lovely time doing what they already do best: reading!

Thank you!

o — e —
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Themost awaited Med-Darpan, Edition II
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is officially out. | ¢ {\"; ’;\h}‘ +
“Drumrolls please. *l‘ g r‘;\-r('ﬁ# ' N
It seems like it was only yesterday when we had first conceptualized /AN Py .'15/33” )

Med-Darpan. And now, here we are, in the blink of an eye, back with L
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the second edition and I can't emphasize enough, how immensely
proud and grateful I am to have been a witness to this journey.

Few things in life fascinate me the way literature does. Med-Darpan
gave me the opportunity to channelise this unfathomable love and
admiration I have for literature, into something tangible.

When I suggested 'Reason's Eclipse' as a theme for this edition, I
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hoped for arguments, for conversations, I hoped for people to
examine their own thoughts and question existing practices that we
normalise as "culture'. We are very good at asking “how?” and
finding answers to it. But ask “why?” often enough, and reason
begins to look slightly less certain.

I think it's safe to say that my expectations have not just been met, Kazi Raisa Naznin

*. a 2 Vad

| but exceeded, to say the least. ‘ . Batch 2024 - 25

*|‘ When you go through these write-ups, I hope that you find . L. -

+ something that challenges you, unsettles you, and helps you find a Associate Editor of Parallax
| new lens to take in the world around you.
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Hi! T am Archi and I know you hate reading editorials, so I am
going to make this quick. I have always loved reading and when I
was a kid, I remember how I could not fall asleep without a book
grasped loosely between the edges of my sleep riddled fingers.
Sure enough,as I grew older, my love for reading spread onto a

|
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new found love for writing. Then came 11 th Grade, 12th grade and
the ulitmatum - NEET. My books found themselves quietly tucked
away in the long lost cupboards of time and so did my love for
writing. That's until, Med Darpan came into my life. Suddenly I
found back the little nerdy kid that had quietly resided in me. I
found myself wilfully lost in the waves of a wandering mind, and
boy oh boy, what magic can a wandering mind create! Med Darpan
is nothing but the amalgamation of numerous such magical works, .
incomplete without the magic in the perceptions provided by you, l

my dearest reader. I hope you like the second edition of our deeply I
»

Archi Ray
Batch 2023 - 24

Assistant Editor of Parallax

create some magic together!

beloved and infinitely personal college magazine and come let's |

r—r —x—
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=T have always been fond of reading and writing, so when I was" I
offered an editorial position in the Parallax segment of Med*
Darpan, I was more than excited to be a part of it. And, to say the I
least, T have been blown away by the level of writing we have %
received for this edition. The ideas, perspectives and sheer variety
of voices have made working on these pieces an experience in
itself. Quite fittingly, this edition has truly been “Reason’s Eclipse".
I am incredibly grateful for the opportunity to work alongside such
wonderful minds and to have a small part in bringing their
thoughts to these pages.
Here’s hoping the next edition is even more exciting, thought-
provoking and unpredictable. And may Med Darpan always remain
a place where people can find their voice, share their thoughts

- freely, and know that there will always be a page willing to listen.

. . ) Aadi Singh
voices challenge your thoughts, shift your perspective, and perhaps

Batch 2023 - 24
Assistant Editor of Parallax

X
'J( So, dear reader, turn the page, step into Parallax, and let these
* leave you seeing something familiar in an entirely new light.

**_ —_—— x—x o i}i}

W —— X —x

|*It was an absolute delight to have an opportunity to be part of the

¥ editorial team for this edition of Parallax. Having now seen both

* sides of this endeavour, as a writer and an editor, I cannot express

x in words the immense pride and fondness I have developed for
this magazine.
This time the theme was “Reason's Eclipse”. To be honest, the
reader in me already expected to see a certain type of stories that
we have all read and reread in various different forms. However I
found myself pleasantly surprised at the incredible depth and
varied interpretations of the theme among the numerous prose
pieces and poems that we received. Some made me question my
own innate prejudices, some made me hopeful, some made me
curious and still some others made me cry! They made me look at
life through a fresh pair of lenses, ask questions about things I

never doubted, and most importantly reminded me of what is

*

Ahana Ghosh truly precious. I hope through the pages of this edition,You, the l
G ) « G 2 e 1 1 X < > ! j >

Batch 2023 - 24 readers too, can enjoy the ride. Off you go dear reader! Find a l

I

quiet cozy corner, fetch a warm drink, and dive into the fantastic

Assistant Editor of Parallax

world of Parallax. o —r— Y



“Don’t use a five dollar word




e

‘Ahana Ghosh
Balch 2023-24




14

Murder
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killed her”, T blurt out, as the
man settles in his seat. He has a
notebook with him and a pen. He
looks at me, I can't read his face
at all.

“I said I killed her, I killed my wife.
There's no point in all this, I accept,
now end this please, 1...I have an exam
tomorrow”, my voice comes out more
desperate than I wished it to. I bury
my face in my hands. I killed a person.
[ am a murderer. A murderer....

“Mr Tyagi? Are you all right? Ritesh?”

I look up again, the man is talking to
me. For a moment, I feel like I can't
hear his words. The room starts
spinning in front of me. My head feels
lighter. No. No, please. But I can see it
again. Like last night.

Blood. Blood everywhere. No. STOP.
And it's gone.

“Ritesh? Here, drink water, can you do
this now?”

I chug the water, and splash more on
my face, gasping for air. I run my
sleeve across my face. “Yes, yes I can
do it, I'll say what you want, this is my
punishment”.

I steady myself on my seat. “I have to
do this.”

The man in front of me, should be in
his fifties, streaks of white hair peek
through black on his head. He wears a
blue shirt and black pants. There's
something behind him, on his chair, I
can't see it. My vision still feels a little
blurry.

“Alright Ritesh, tell me”.

“Tell you what now?! How many times
do I have to say, I killed that wench,
now stop this!”, I yell out.

That was a bad idea. But he remains
calm.

The room is dark except for the
overhead light. It's cold here.
My legs and arms feel numb. I scratch
over the skin of my index finger with
my thumbnail. An old habit. The slight

pain wakes me a little bit.

I hear his voice again.

“Tell me about yourself, that night, and
why”.

I breathe in. I was hoping they wouldn't
ask me this. I was hoping I could get away
with just admitting the act, and not
having to answer why.

“I...I am Ritesh Tyagi. I'm in my first year
of residency. I am a doctor...”

A doctor. A killer.

I spy something on the wall beside me. A
mirror. I turn away.

“Tell me more about yourself.”

“Huh? Well, my parents are both
specialist doctors. My siblings too. I...I
guess you could say, I am the ugly
duckling. It took me a long time to get to
residency, otherwise, I am a plain
graduate.”

A strange sense of calm overtakes me.
Somewhere, a part of me accepts.
Admits to having committed
unthinkable.

I look in the mirror again. This is the
face of a murderer. I catch myself
smiling.

the

“So...Jast night, you ask. Why? Why... 1
guess you could say it was the painting. It
was there wasn't it? You saw it too. And
the others also I'm sure. She was
smearing red paint all over the canvas. I
told her to stop. She didn't.”

“You hated that painting?”

“No, of course not. Paintings are lovely.
They are beautiful. I said I didn't like HER
painting. Never did. My parents always
thought of it as a hobby. Last week when
they came over for dinner, they made her
cancel the exhibition. Saved wus the
embarrassment at the very least. And
then, despite that, she was painting.
Again.”
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My eyes fall on a corner of the room. I
think I see red, but then it isn't there
anymore when I blink.

“You also destroyed the paintings it
seems”, an image forms in my brain. Of
torn canvases. In a sea of red.

“Yes. I had to.”

“Had to damage the paintings?”

“Yes. I had to tear the paintings first. In
front of her. She hated that and I couldn't
have felt

better.” A laugh gurgles up my throat. I
feel my skin tingling with excitement.

I think of the paintings again. They are
gone. I destroyed them. With my own
hands. My chest tightens up. I did this to
her. I force myself to look at the mirror.

I think of the paintings again. They are
gone. I destroyed them. With my own
hands. My chest tightens up. I did this to
her. I force myself to look at the mirror.

“You had only one visitor that day. Miss
Sumitra. I believe she was a college
friend? Did she have anything to do with
this?”

I have been staring at the mirror too
long. Sumitra. My stomach twists.

I sigh and look back at him.

“No. Sumitra came by in the morning. She
left about what? Maybe, half an hour
later. She had nothing to do with the
murder. So do not involve her in all this
just because they had an argument.”
“Argument? What kind?”

“No, not argument, not the right word.
It's just my wife always thought that she
and Sumitra were very close, you know?
But given her academic standards, of
course, most of that proximity was
imaginary.”

“I'm sorry, I don't quite follow. Why was
Sumitra there in the first place?”

I feel irritated. Why does he phrase it like
that? My voice comes out raspy and slow.
Quieter than I would've preferred.

“Sumitra and I couldn't be closer as
friends. Of course she can come and go as
she likes. Officer, I know it might be
difficult for you to comprehend basic
English, given your limited education,
but I believe I have already mentioned
that I murdered my wife”.

There is silence for some time in the
room. I remember Sumitra leaving that
day. She swore to never be back. She said
she regretted ever talking to me even.
Because of HER.

“We don't have evidence that she came
that regularly as you say, Dr.Ritesh. In
fact we don't have evidence she has ever
come over at all.”

“She met me. Outside. We were close.”

As we should be. Sumitra was the best in
class at college. She went on to be one of
the best doctors of us all. If T close my
eyes, I can still hear my own mother
praising her on results day. She probably
came for her. Not me. But Sumitra was
different. She and I were close. Why
shouldn't we be?

“Mr Ritesh, we have actually spoken to
Sumitra, she...”

“What? Why? I told you...what, what did
she say?”I can almost hear my heart beat.
Breathe in. Out. Breathe.

The corner. I see the red again. It
coming towards me. Then it's gone.

S

“If I'm not wrong, she came by that day to
invite you for her wedding next month as
a former batchmate. Yes?”

I freeze. My mouth tastes sour.

“Yes”

“What was this argument about?”

“The wedding. Sumitra had told
everyone. Even the stupid ones, the

people who weren't even at her level at
all! They knew. Everyone knew. Except...
except, of course, my wife, whom
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Sumitra never really thought much of
anyway.”

“Did you know?”

“I told you, Sumitra and I were close. I
helped her so many times in college. My
wife had a problem with her. And that
was just the reason that day. They argue
whenever they meet. Sumitra is smart,
talented, exactly opposite to my wife. My
parents liked Sumitra too. But my wife!
She just had to come between us, because
of HER stupidity, Sumitra couldn't like
me. If only I didn't have that idiot with
me, she would've...she definitely would've
told me earlier, otherwise.”

A tapping on the concrete. My leg is
shaking again. I place a hand on my knee
to stop it.

“Did Sumitra say that she didn't like
those that did badly in academics?”

“It’s easy to guess. It's the people she
hung out with. Just take her fiance for
example. And her college friends. All of
them are way smarter. Richer. Beautiful.
Then there was HER.”

“Is that why you did it then, last night?”
The red in the corners isn't hiding
anymore. It's coming. And soon it will be
all over the floor. “No.”

“No?”

“Officer, have you heard of Darwin?”
“Yes.”

“My father had told me about him when I
was a child. He told me and my siblings a
story. Of a jungle.”

“Ritesh...”

“Officer, why do you think all deers run
fast?”

He purses his lips without answering. I
smile a little.

“They probably didn't. Not at first. Not
before being fast became the only reason
they were alive.”

“How is this related?”

I smile. “Elimination. That is where this
is related. For the fittest to survive, it is

only natural for the wunfit to be
eliminated. It's beautiful, isn't it?”

“You believed that your wife was unfit to
be a person, is it?”

“No, I couldn't care less how she chose to
destroy her own life, but she didn't,
wouldn't accept it. She interfered. The
incessant crying before exams. Wasting
time and money on friends. I don't have
friends at all! T don't hangout with idiots
and yet because of that woman I had to
talk to them. But if only...if only she
stopped there.”

I stop, I look at the mirror again. It
appears more red. I feel a dull ache in my
chest. Like I have been robbed. Hurt. My
voice comes out weaker when I speak.
“Her friends loved her. I never knew why.
But they did. T loved her paintings. Her
patients felt safer with her. I don't know
why, but I was happier with her. With her
friends. In her world”.

Tears rolled down my cheeks, landing on
my aching hands.

But it isn't over. I look away.

The floor. It looks wet now. Brown. No.
Red. Again a blink. Gone.

“Ritesh?”

“When we first started working at the
hospital, we were surrounded by the ill
and dying. She was very good with
people. People came to her because of
that.

They said her words could heal. But the
rest of our colleagues never liked that.
That isn't how doctors are. There is a cost
of being kind. You'd think it was over.
After all that studying. But nothing can
ever truly prepare a doctor. Nor does he
ever finish learning. People like her,
forget that in their arrogance. Arrogance
from having treated a minutiae of
patients. Death became a regular
occurrence. People die everyday.
Sometimes despite our best efforts. She
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would cry night after night...she wouldn't
let me rest. One day, a boy came to the
ward. I couldn't save him. I promised his
parents. I promised I would save him. I
killed him.”

The blood. It’s everywhere now. On
everything. This time it lingers before it's
gone again. Back to concrete.

My hand finds my cheek and I slap. Hard.
“Ritesh!”

“She’d never let me forget. She made all
those red monstrosities to Kkeep
reminding me. 1 couldn't focus on
anything. Nothing made sense. I was
scared of my own books. I couldn't
breathe in the same room where I treated
patients. And that witch! That witch
would have destroyed me if I didn't...”

He doesn't speak anymore. 1 keep
sobbing.

“A doctor that is scared to study, to treat
patients. I couldn't do it anymore. The
walls. The walls of my chamber.
Everyday. I felt like they'd swallow me
whole. I couldn't. I didn't know...”

Fear pulses through my veins. I cannot
look at the mirror anymore. My eyes sting
from crying. My hands feel strange. My
head is dizzy.

“I tried everything, officer. 1 tried
forgetting about her. About the paintings.
About her friends. About her. Everything.
But I couldn't. I should have been able to.
People that can't handle themselves
should NEVER be called doctors. I heard

her everywhere. Crying about the
patients. Crying that it's all my fault! It
was HER fault! The boy, we tried

everything, everything. The people before
that...”.

My parents hate me. Sumitra hates me. I
cannot go back to being a doctor
anymore.

It's over.

“I would have handled all of this too,
officer. But I have an exam tomorrow. I
have to sit the exam tomorrow. And I
couldn't study. I hadn't studied at all.

How could she just be there when I am
losing everything! I couldn't stand her
anymore! The unfit, officer, the unfit
MUST be eliminated.”

The man in front starts speaking again.
“Dr Ritesh, T would like to tell you
another story. I would like for you to tell
me if it sounds a little familiar?”

“How long are you going to drag this?
Exactly how long? You enjoy this,
yes?”my voice shakes. I can hear the
desperation in my own words. I hate it.

“Let's clear this Sumitra business first,
should we? Let's see..you met her in
college. Tried to be her friend but you
couldn't. So you tagged along with her
group for the time.”

“I told you Sumitra and I were close. 1
was her closest friend!”

“She was smart, as you said. Like your
parents wished for. Like YOU wished for.
But she always chose others over you.
You were never the “closest”, so to say,
more like someone desperate to be the
close friend. So when she came to deliver
the wedding invitation that day, you
hated that she never considered you
important enough to tell you first...”

“STOP inventing all this. I told you
already! We were close...academic rivals!
She liked me! She loved me!”

“That day at your apartment, you lost it.
You insulted her and her achievements,
her parents too. She left. Swearing that
she'd never speak to you again.”

I slam my hands on the table. “I TOLD
YOU! NO!”

“Calm down Ritesh. We still have much to
talk about. Alright...so let's come to your
parents now, shall we?”

I can't breathe. I feel nauseous. “No, stop,
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please. I told you I confess. I killed her.
Stop this!”

I cover my face with my hands. I can't do
this anymore.

“The environment at the hospital was
always hostile to you. But you tried to
make it work by working overtime. More
than your body could handle. But nothing
stopped you. Your friends, Ritesh, they
described you as kind, gentle and very
hardworking.”

I look up again. My eyes are still wet with
tears. “They did what?”

“Yes, you heard me. But they also said
something else. You never took your
patients dying very well. You blamed
yourself. That intensified when you
couldn't save a child. You had apparently
promised the parents

that you would save their son. But one
thing led to the other. And you couldn't.
Then came the fear. To the extent that
you were scared to go back to work.-To
study or talk to people. You spent days
pursuing your other interest, painting.
Until last week, your parents told you,
once again, to give up everything else and
focus on studies.”

“I told you...you can say what you want,
old man, I didn't kill the boy. SHE Kkilled
the boy. I would've never, not in my
life...”

“Your parents came in after Sumitra left
that day. They saw you painting with your
bare hands. With red paint. Crying. So
they told you to stop. To stop painting.
And you shouted and tore the canvases in
front of them.”

My paintings. I tore them. I did. For
what?

“Your parents decided to stay the night
because of how unstable you were. You
were completely okay afterwards in the

afternoon, and evening. But after they
retired to bed, you went back to the
studio. And that's where your mother
found you lying. In the morning.”

It feels like a distant dream. A blurred
vision. Mom entering the room, shouting.
I could only see my hand in front of me. I
shake the vision off. I still have the exam
to give.

“Did you never consider getting help?”

I am out of breath. I can't look in the
mirror. I shouldn't.

“Officer. I am not someone who needs
help. She. She did. Don't you think so?
She didn't deserve to stay, officer. I told
you, I told you before, she wasn't fit. Not
fit,; Eliminated.”

His voice cuts through the fog. “I'm not
an officer, Ritesh”.

I ‘m not sure what I heard. It doesn't
matter.

“Why don't you see? Oh you never will,
nobody does, but I! I know...I know. Not
fit. Should be eliminated.”

“Your exam...”

“Yes, exactly! I'd fail my exams if she
went on. I just wanted it to stop. I have
my final exam tomorrow. I cannot fail, no
no, I am a doctor. I have to be...”

“I know. You don't have to give the exam
anymore, Ritesh. I have spoken to your
parents. But I have one last question...”
“What? What the hell are you saying you
stupid old man! I have to give my exams!
Don't you dare talk to anyone in my
family! How? Why! I killed her, now I can
study! Everything will be fine!”

“Ritesh, when was the last time you felt
loved?”

“What? What are you going on about?!
What are you even saying?”

“You heard what I said”

“What? Love her? When was the last time
I loved her?”

“No, is there anything you love about
yourself?”

I cannot speak. What do I love? About
myself... Why?

“I have to tell you Ritesh. There was no
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one else in the room. Except you.”

He keeps looking at me. I wipe my tears.
“I told you she was there. Do you think I
wouldn't know who my own wife is? Do
you think I'm crazy?”

But the question keeps ringing in my
head. Is there nothing I love about
myself?

But I hear his voice again.

“No, I don't think you're crazy. But tell
me please, tell me her name. Your wife's
name.”

“My...my wife's name?”

“Yes, Ritesh. Where did you get married?”
“I...we got married...my wife...”

I can hear something, someone crying.
Mom. Why? Why is she crying? Where is
she?

I get up. My eyes fall on something else.
The object behind him. On his chair. I'd
recognise it anywhere. Even with closed
eyes. An apron. A white apron.

“Ritesh, please sit down. You have lost a
lot of blood. We are here to help you...”

I can't hear him anymore.

He isn't looking at me now. He’s looking
at my hands. My hands. With cuts and
burns. Some are old. And some newer
ones. A fresh bandage on my wrist. Blood
seeping through it.

that you would save their son. But one
thing led to the other. And you couldn't.
Then came the fear. To the extent that
you were scared to go back to work. To
study or talk to people. You spent days
pursuing your other interest, painting.
Until last week, your parents told you,
once again, to give up everything else and
focus on studies.”

“I told you...you can say what you want,
old man, I didn't kill the boy. SHE killed
the boy. I would've never, not in my
life...”

“Your parents came in after Sumitra left
that day. They saw you painting with your

your bare hands. With red paint. Crying.
So they told you to stop. To stop painting.
And you shouted and tore the canvases in
front of them.”

My paintings. I tore them. I did. For
what?

“Your parents decided to stay the night
because of how unstable you were. You
were completely okay afterwards in the
afternoon, and evening. But after they
retired to bed, you went back to the
studio. And that's where your mother
found you lying. In the morning.”

It feels like a distant dream. A blurred
vision. Mom entering the room, shouting.
I could only see my hand in front of me. I
shake the vision off. I still have the exam
to give.

“Did you never consider getting help?”

I am out of breath. I can't look in the
mirror. I shouldn't.

“Officer. I am not someone who needs
help. She. She did. Don't you think so?
She didn't deserve to stay, officer. I told
you, I told you before, she wasn't fit. Not
fit. Eliminated.”

His voice cuts through the fog. “I'm not
an officer, Ritesh”.

I ‘m not sure what I heard. It doesn't
matter.

“Why don't you see? Oh you never will,
nobody does, but I! I know...I know. Not
fit. Should be eliminated.”

“Your exam...”

“Yes, exactly! I'd fail my exams if she
went on. I just wanted it to stop. I have
my final exam tomorrow. I cannot fail, no
no, I am a doctor. I have to be...”

“I know. You don't have to give the exam
anymore, Ritesh. I have spoken to your
parents. But I have one last question...”
“What? What the hell are you saying you
stupid old man! I have to give my exams!
Don't you dare talk to anyone in my
family! How? Why! I killed her, now I can
study! Everything will be fine!”

“Ritesh, when was the last time you felt
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loved?”

“What? What are you going on about?!
What are you even saying?”

“You heard what I said”

“What? Love her? When was the last time
I loved her?”

“No, is there anything you love about
yourself?”

I cannot speak. What do I love? About
myself... Why?

“I have to tell you Ritesh. There was no
one else in the room. Except you.”

He keeps looking at me. I wipe my tears.
“I told you she was there. Do you think I
wouldn't know who my own wife is? Do
you think I'm crazy?”

But the question keeps ringing in my
head. Is there nothing I love about
myself?

But I hear his voice again.

“No, I don't think you're crazy. But tell

me please, tell me her name. Your wife's
name.”

“My...my wife's name?”

“Yes, Ritesh. Where did you get married?”
“I...we got married...my wife...”

I can hear something, someone crying.
Mom. Why? Why is she crying? Where is
she?

I get up. My eyes fall on something else.
The object behind him. On his chair. I'd
recognise it anywhere. Even with closed
eyes. An apron. A white apron.

“Ritesh, please sit down. You have lost a
lot of blood. We are here to help you...”

I can't hear him anymore.

He isn't looking at me now. He’s looking
at my hands. My hands. With cuts and
burns. Some are old. And some newer
ones. A fresh bandage on my wrist. Blood
seeping through it.

[llustration: Ahana Ghosh
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245 AM

Aadi Singh
Batch 2023 - 24

ohan was a final-year medical
student at GIMSH, with his final
professional examinations only

a few weeks away.

As with every medico, his life had now
become a blur of question papers,
diagnoses, diagrams,
flowcharts, caffeine and a
increasing amount of stress.
He had stopped remembering what day
it was.

steadily

Monday felt like Thursday.

Breakfast felt like dinner.

Sleep had become something he
negotiated with rather than something
he experienced.

Thus now he keeps a memoir of what he
has done throughout the day - small
records of what he did each day, partly

to keep himself grounded.The hostel
corridor was usually silent after
midnight.During exam season, however,
silence was

never complete.There was always

the distant turning of pages

A toilet flush

A cough from another room

The squeak of someone's chair

The occasional whispered discussion
about whether the liver was enlarged in
this or that

condition.

But today at 2:43 AM,
stopped.

Then—

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

everything
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He had asked his roommate, Arjun, about
it.

"Do you hear that?"

Arjun had looked up from his phone.
"Hear what?"

"The knocking."

Arjun stared at him for a second too long.
“There’s no one outside.”

Rohan frowned.

“I didn't say someone was outside.”

The next morning, Rohan opened his
memoir.
He found the previous night's entry.

11:30 PM — Studied psychiatry.
12:15 AM — Called home.

1:05 AM — Coffee.

2:43 AM — Three knocks.

He stared at the last line.

The handwriting was his.

He was certain of that.

The next day , he heard the 3 knocks
again. The next day's entry was almost
identical.

“2:43 AM — Three knocks.”

But it was not a recognisable
handwriting.Same thing happened the
next day

“2:43 AM — Three knocks. I heard her ”
But he couldn't remember writing it at
all.

Three nights.

Three identical entries.

He closed the book.

For the first time, he wondered whether
he was losing track of more than just
time.

On the fourth night, Rohan decided to
record it.

He placed his phone on the desk, opened
the voice recorder and went back to
studying.

Al 2:42, he checked the screen.

At 2:43—

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

He didn't move.

The sound had come through clearly.

He waited until morning. Then played the
recording.The three knocks were there.
But something else was there too.

A faint sound underneath them. A
woman's voice. Something he felt like he
knew - but from

where he didn't have any idea .

Rohan increased the volume. Static.

He played it again. Static.

Then, almost buried beneath the noise:
"...help me please , do something , .......
Rohan."

Rohan stopped the recording.

His room suddenly felt too small.

He played it once more.

The voice was unmistakable.

A woman's voice.Young.Frightened.

He turned towards Arjun.

"Did you hear that?"

Arjun was still asleep.Rohan didn't wake
him.

Instead, he deleted the recording.

He couldn't explain why.

The next morning, he went to the library
to look for pediatrics notes. Instead, he
found himself searching the college

archives. GIMSH had an old digital
newspaper database.

He typed:

2:43 hostel accident GIMSH

Nothing.

He tried:

hostel death GIMSH

Three articles appeared.

The first was irrelevant.

The second was about a faculty member
who had retired.

The third made him stop breathing.

It was dated four years earlier —
STUDENT FOUND DEAD IN HOSTEL
ROOM

The article was brief. A first-year medical
student had been found unconscious in

his hostel room during examination
preparation.
Cause of death: initially suspected
poisoning.

Police investigation ongoing.
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Rohan scrolled further.

Then he saw a photograph.

He stared at it.

For one strange second, he thought he
recognized the dead student.

He closed the page, only to reopen it
moments later and find that the
photograph had vanished. He continued
reading.

The article mentioned the room number
—Room 317.

Rohan looked at his hostel ID — Room 317.
His hands went cold.

He left hurriedly.

That evening, he went to the warden
asking about his room.

“Sir, who stayed in 317 before me?"

The warden looked at him.

"Why?"

"Just curious."

The warden hesitated.

Then said, "A girl "

“Who ?”

“I don't remember. She was a 1st year
student at that time. I don't know a lot
about her as I joined in 2023, but she was
........ Well that's not important for you to
know “ Rohan frowned.

"What?"

"That room was locked for years."

"But I'm staying there."

The warden smiled strangely.

"You've been staying there for three
weeks."

Rohan nodded.

"Exactly."

The warden stared at him.

"You arrived three weeks ago."

Rohan felt something shift inside his
head.

"Sir, I've been here since July staying with
Arjun Karmakar in room 317" "No."

The warden's voice was calm.

"You came on the 3rd August and there is
no one called Arjun Karmakar in this
hostel " "What ?"

Rohan's stomach tightened.

He had no memory of August beginning.

No memory of moving into the hostel.
He remembered studying.

He remembered Arjun.

He remembered everything.

Except— the beginning.

That night, his books lay open before him,
but he hadn't read a word due to the
earlier encounter with the warden and the
library incident. Unable to concentrate,
he started

searching his phone. He went through
Photographs , Messages and Notes.

His gallery contained hundreds of
photographs. But almost every
photograph was of textbooks, diagrams,
question papers, food ,his desk or the
hostel corridor.

Never himself.

Never Arjun.

Never the college.

He opened his contacts.

Arjun wasn't there.

Rohan froze.

He searched again.

Nothing.

He opened WhatsApp.

No conversation with Arjun.

No number.

White coat ceremony and freshers photos
did have arjun though and their photos

with a girl he couldn't recall , who was she
D)

final year .

Nothing.

It was as if Arjun had never existed.

Then he heard movement behind him. A
chair scraping against the floor. Rohan
turned.

Arjun was sitting on his bed.

"You shouldn't be looking for me."

Rohan couldn't speak.

"Who are you?"

Arjun smiled.

"You know."

"NO."
"You just forgot."
"Forgot what?"
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Arjun looked towards the door.
"It's almost time."

Rohan checked the clock.

2:42 AM.

His pulse accelerated.

"What happens at 2:43?"

Arjun stood.

"You'll remember."

The clock changed.

2:43 AM.

Knock.

Rohan froze.

Something flashed through his mind.
A hand striking a door.

A hand with a similar metal bracelet he
wears.

Knock.

Another flash.

Blood beneath the door.

Knock.

A woman's voice.

“Help me.”

Arjun says, “you remember.”
Arjun walked towards the door.
"Don't."

He ignored him.

"Arjun!"

His hand reached for the handle.
Rohan grabbed his wrist.

Arjun turned.

His face had changed.
It wasn't Arjun's face anymore.
It was an unfamiliar face -

Burned.

Swollen.

Blood running from the nose.

Rohan screamed and stumbled
backwards.

The door opened.

A woman stood outside.
White night clothes.

Bare feet.

Her hair covered half her face.
She looked at Rohan.

Not Arjun.

Rohan.

And whispered: "You promised you'd tell
the them."

Then the lights went out.

When Rohan opened his eyes, he was
sitting in a classroom. Around him were
forty students. Everyone was silent.

At the front stood a professor.

"Rohan?"

He looked up. "Yes, sir?"

The professor stared at him.

"You're late."

Rohan looked around.

A blackboard behind the professor read:
FORENSIC MEDICINE-CASE DISCUSSION
A photograph was projected onto the
screen.

A hostel room. A dead student. A bottle of
poison on the table.

The professor pointed at the photograph.
"Let's begin."

Rohan stared at it.

Something was horribly familiar. The bed.
The desk.

The chair.

The door.

Room 317.

His room.

"Cause of death?"

A student answered.

"Poisoning, sir."

"Good. What else?"

Possible suicide."

The professor nodded.

Then he looked at Rohan.

"Do you agree?"

Rohan couldn't answer.

The professor frowned.

"Rohan?"

He looked at the photograph again. Then
he noticed something.

The dead student wasn't lying on the bed.
He was lying on the floor.

And beside him was a piece of paper. The
professor zoomed in.




2:43 AM

Page 13

There were three words written on it. I
DIDN'T DO IT.

Rohan felt sick.

"Sir..."

"Yes?"

"I don't think it was suicide."

The room became completely silent. The
professor smiled.

"Why?"

Rohan stared at the screen.
"Because..."

He didn't know how he knew.
"Because the body was moved."
professor's smile disappeared.

The

“Explain."

Rohan pointed at the photograph.
"Livor mortis."

The class remained silent.

"The discoloration doesn't correspond to
the position of the body." The professor
stared at him.

"Continue."

"There was another person in the room."
A whisper moved through the class.
Rohan's heart began pounding.

"Who?"

The professor asked.

Rohan looked towards the back of the
classroom. Arjun was sitting there.

Except now he wasn't smiling.

He looked terrified.

Everyone turned.

But there was nobody sitting there.

The professor closed the case file.

"Very good."

Rohan stared at him.

"What happened to the other person?”

The professor didn't answer.

"Sir?"

He opened another file.

This one contained a photograph.

Rohan's photograph.

The professor spoke quietly.

"You were the only person who saw what
happened.” Rohan's breathing became
shallow.

"Then why can't I remember?"

The professor looked almost sympathetic.
“Because remembering would mean
admitting what you did.” Rohan's face
went pale.

“I didn't kill her.”

The professor smiled.

“No.”

A pause.

“You simply chose not to save her.”

The classroom disappeared.

He was back in Room 317.

But this time, there were no ghosts.
No professor.

No classroom.

Only fragments.

A door.

A chair.

Wet footprints.

A body on the floor.

A bottle.

Arjun's voice.

A woman screaming for help ..

A hand gripping his wrist

Arjun whispering “ You are my friend”
"You said you wouldn't tell anyone.”

He tried to remember more but then —--
Three knocks.

He looked up —

The girl was standing there.
She wasn't bloody anymore.
She wasn't frightening.

She simply looked tired.

"Maya."
The name came out of his mouth bhefore
he knew he knew it.

"You remember now."
Rohan nodded.

"Who killed you?"

Maya didn't answer.
Rohan looked down.

His hands were trembling.
Then he noticed the chair.
It was facing him.
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On the seat was the same piece of paper.
Three words.

I DIDN'T DO IT.

Rohan picked it up.

There was writing on the other side.
His handwriting.

But older.

Faded.

Almost illegible.

He turned it over.

There was one sentence.

NEITHER DID YOU.

Rohan stared at it.
"What does that mean?"
Maya smiled sadly.
"You never killed me."
"Then why did I remember it?"
"Do you?"
Rohan looked at her.
"What?"
"Do you actually remember killing me?"
Rohan couldn't answer.
Because suddenly he realized—he didn't.
He remembered the room.
He remembered the blood.
He remembered Arjun.
He remembered lying.
But he didn't remember the murder. Only
the story his mind had built around it.

"Because you were afraid you had." She
stepped closer.
"Fear is good at filling up empty places .
Rohan looked at her.
"Then who did?"
Maya pointed towards the mirror.

"

Rohan turned.

The reflection showed the room. The chair.
The door.

Maya.

And behind them—

Arjun.

Rohan stared at him.

"Was it him?"

Maya didn't answer.

She only whispered:

"You said you wouldn't tell anyone.'
Rohan froze.

The sentence.

The recording.

The old message.

The memory.

He looked at Maya.

"You said that?"

She shook her head.

"No."

"Then who?"

She looked towards the door.

Rohan followed her gaze.

And suddenly he remembered Arjun's
face.

Not killing.

Not blood.

Just standing beside him.
Whispering:

"You said you wouldn't tell anyone.”

Rohan jolted awake at his desk,
breathless and drenched in sweat.
Thinking it had all been an illusion, he
forced the memory aside and reached
for his memoir, hoping to return to his
studies. The pages of the memoir were
filled with his handwriting.

But some entries weren't.

2:43 AM — Three knocks.

He turned the page.

2:44 AM — He left.

Another page.

2:45 AM — You helped him.

Another.

2:46 AM — You lied.

Rohan's hands began to tremble.

He turned another page.

Blank.

Another.

Blank.

Then one final line.

3:17 AM — You forgot why.

Rohan stared at it.

He checked the clock.

3:17 AM.

His room was silent.

Then his phone vibrated.

One notification.
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An old message.

From Arjun.

Sent four years ago.

2:43 AM

“You said you wouldn't tell anyone.”
Rohan read it once.

Then again.

The message had been marked:
Read — Today, 2:43 AM.

He slowly put the phone down.

And went to sleep thinking it was his tired
mind trying to pull tricks on him .

In the morning students were walking to
class. Some were laughing , some were
scared about the upcoming exams and
some were worried about the attendance.
Life felt completely normal.

Rohan looked down at his ID card.

ROOM 327.

He looked back at the brass plate.

317.

For several seconds, he simply stood
there.

Then he laughed.

Of course.

He had been exhausted.

Three weeks of studying. Barely sleeping.
Caffeine. Stress.

Maybe there had never been a Room 317.
Maybe there had never been an Arjun.
Maybe there had never been a Maya.
Maybe his mind had simply needed
something to blame.

That night, Rohan returned to his hostel
room.

He sat at his desk.

Opened his anatomy textbook.

And began studying.

At 2:42 AM, he looked at the clock.

He smiled.

He was no longer afraid.

At 2:43—

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Rohan slowly turned towards the door.
He opened it.

The corridor was empty. Only a corridor
stretching into darkness.

He sees something at the far end.

A figure.

He thinks it's Arjun.

The figure disappears.

He sees something near his feet.

A single sheet of paper lay on the floor.

He picked it up.

At the top:

"FINAL PROFESSIONAL EXAMINATION —
FORENSIC MEDICINE"

Beneath it.

“Discuss the medico-legal importance of an

unreliable witness.” Rohan stared at the
question.
Then he noticed something written

underneath it.

In his own handwriting:

“YOU ARE THE WITNESS.”

He looked back into his room.
The chair was facing the door.
Empty.

He slowly stepped backwards.

Then—

Knock.

He froze.

Another.

Knock.

His breathing stopped.
The third knock came.
Knock.

But this time, it hadn't come from the
corridor. It had come from inside his room.
The lights went out.

And somewhere in the darkness—
Knock.
Knock.
Knock.

[llustration: Pinterest
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My Encounter with a Nitya Yogi

Dr. Najesh Afroj
Postgraduate Trainee, MD Psychiatry

he station lay under a heavy
blanket of mist, the late
monsoon leaving the air damp,

earthy, and fragrant with wet soil and
the faint aroma of chai steaming in
nearby  cups. Puddles reflected
fragmented sunlight, their surfaces
trembling with the movement of
passengers’ feet. Steam hissed from the
train engine, curling upward and
mingling with the chatter of travelers
and the cries of hawkers, selling
everything from sweet samosas to salty
murmura. Each sound layered over the
other, a chaotic symphony of
anticipation, impatience, and everyday
human life. I stepped onto the train,
feeling the vibration of the metallic
tracks beneath my feet. The rhythmic
clatter of the wheels against the rails
resonated through the car, and with
each jolt T could sense the collective
heartbeat of hundreds of stories
rushing past like a river in motion. I

was traveling for my three-month district
residential program, a duty that required
me tocover a hundred kilometers each day
to reach a subdivisional hospital. On this
first day, unfamiliar with the connectivity
and the nature of the journey, I had
booked a reserved window seat and
traveled alone. Later, when my friends
discovered this, their laughter reached me
even in my private space: “Ah! You've
become rich just to book a seat!” They
teased mercilessly, playful but insistent.
Their words lingered in my mind, a gentle
nudge, a reminder that life is often about
finding humor in one’s choices. After that
day, I abandoned reserved seats and
chose general coaches, where life revealed
itself in raw, chaotic detail, human
behavior, unpredictability, and the subtle
dramas of daily travel.

Settling beside a polite young gentleman,
[ allowed my gaze to wander out the
window. Fields, soaked with recent rain,
sparkled with droplets that clung to the
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green stalks. Children waved at the blur
of the train, and distant cattle grazed
lazily under overcast skies. Hawkers
threaded through the aisles, their voices a
continuous melody: “Muri, bhujia,
chatpata masala!” The rhythm of the train
merged with the human chorus, laughter,
chatter, footsteps, the metallic rattle of
baggage, forming a living symphony of
motion and life.

Then, as if on cue, a storm entered the
coach. At the next station, two families
boarded, ten to twelve people in total.
Among them, a man in his (fifties
immediately drew attention. His presence
was commanding; each step was
measured, each glance deliberate. His
eyes moved quickly, assessing, directing,
controlling. He began giving instructions
to his family, deciding who sat where,
how luggage should be arranged, and
which seats should be claimed.

Then he approached the gentleman
sleeping opposite me on the upper berth.
A firm knock on the shoulder jolted him
awake. The man spoke sharply, without
any hesitation or verification: “This is my
seat. Please get down.” The air thickened;
passengers stiffened.

Whispers arose, subtle glances darted
across the compartment.

What made him so disturbing was not
only his voice but his sheer disregard for
others. He shoved his luggage under
seats, deliberately hitting passengers’
legs as if they did not exist. He moved his
arms and gesticulated in ways that
intruded into others’ space. He spoke
loudly, every word commanding
attention, and each gesture seemed
calculated to irritate. The compartment
became a cage, vibrating with tension.
Every subtle movement of his body
radiated an underlying threat, an
insistence that the world bend around
him.

As I watched him, my mind instinctively
began tracing the psychological outlines
of his behavior. There was something
deeply defensive about his assertiveness,
as if every commanding gesture, every
raised tone, was less about control and
more about self-preservation. Perhaps his
loudness was an armor, concealing a
fragile sense of self constantly seeking

validation through dominance. I
wondered if he had grown up in an
environment  where  affection  was
conditional, where power, not

vulnerability, earned attention. His poor
use of defense mechanisms was apparent:
projection, displacement, and reaction
formation danced through his actions. By
asserting dominance over strangers, he
may have been displacing long-buried
feelings of inadequacy or helplessness.
Alternatively, this could represent an
entrenched personality trait, a rigid, ego-
syntonic  pattern where irritability,
entitlement, and lack of empathy had
become habitual modes of functioning.
Yet, even within this rigidity, I sensed a
flicker of anxiety, a subtle restlessness
that betrayed his insecurity. It wasn’t
cruelty; it was fear of losing control,
dressed up as authority. He was, perhaps,
not an unkind man, but an unaware one,
trapped in the repetitive dance of his own
defenses, unaware of the quiet chaos he
radiated into the world.

The man in the upper berth remained
calm, saying quietly, “Please check your
ticket.” The authoritative man’s voice
rose, rigid, demanding, sharpening the
edges of the atmosphere. The coach
seemed to hold its collective breath,
waiting for intervention.

Then, calm arrived.

The TTE appeared, thin-built, black suit
crisply pressed, shoes faintly gleaming in
sunlight. His left cheek puffed with paan,
tablet in his left hand, pen in his right.
His eyes were vast, calm, infinite. Every
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flicker of tension, every muscle twitch,
every subtle micro-expression was
noticed. His presence alone slowed the
storm.

He did not scold. He did not lecture. He
observed. He watched the irritable man’s
behavior, the patterns of dominance, the
triggers of frustration, the rigidity of
learned responses. Then he spoke, gently
and rhythmically, as if each word could be
felt as a vibration. "Brother, please show
me your ticket number. What is written on
it?"

After clarifying the ticket confusion, he
placed a hand lightly on the man’s
shoulder. "We are all traveling to the city
of Mahadev. Look at what is happening
here, irritation, tension, anger. You are
not a bad man. I am not judging you. But
from the very beginning, 1 noticed
restlessness, impatience, lack of concern
for others. Waking a sleeping man is not
the way. Awareness, empathy, balance are
necessary."

He did not demand change. He guided it.
He asked the man to notice himself, to
feel his shoulders, his jaw, the stiffness in
his fingers, the rapidity of his gestures.
He asked him to watch the ripple of
tension his actions caused in others. The
man hesitated, but he began to notice. His
shoulders loosened, jaw unclenched, his
fingers rested lightly on his knees.

The TTE gave him small, simple guidance,
like planting seeds in fertile soil, yet each
seed carried a universe of meaning. He
encouraged the man to breathe slowly, to
feel the air filling his lungs, to notice the
tension that had been coiled in his
shoulders and jaw for years. He guided
him to observe the tightness in his
fingers, the rapid twitch of his legs, the
faint clench of his teeth, all of which had
been unconscious signals of restlessness
and irritability. The man began to notice
for the first time that his body itself

carried a history of suppressed
frustrations. With each gentle word of the
TTE, he allowed himself to feel the
discomfort without reacting impulsively.
He learned that he could let irritation
exist without letting it spill over into
aggression. He was being asked to sit
with his discomfort, to watch it, to
reflect, and slowly, almost imperceptibly,
he began to do so.

The TTE spoke of contradictions and
coexistence, in a voice that was calm yet
alive, almost musical in its rhythm. "It is
possible to feel irritability and still show
kindness", he said. You may feel anxious
and still be helpful. You may feel anger
and still care deeply. Life is never static.
It is full of opposing emotions, conflicting
impulses, and moments of tension that
demand awareness, acceptance, and
balance." The man’s gaze softened as he
listened. He realized that his previous
reactions, his snapping, his dominance,
his impatience, had been patterned
responses, reinforced over years, shaped
by frustration and habit. He began to see
the choices that existed within those
patterns, the possibility of responding
differently. He began to observe himself
without judgment, to recognize the ripple
his behavior caused in others, and to
understand that he could shift that ripple
into something gentle and cooperative.

The TTE did not merely soothe; he subtly
provoked introspection. With the finesse
of a devil’s advocate, he questioned the
man’s automatic assumptions, not to
confront, but to awaken. “You believe
others provoke you,” he said gently, “but
what if your reaction completes the
provocation? What if irritation is not
something given to you, but something
you continue?” Each question was like a
mirror held at just the right angle,
uncomfortable, illuminating. The man,
who had spent years defending his
behavior with justifications, found
himself momentarily speechless. For the
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first time, he began to examine not only
his actions but the cognitions behind
them, the habitual beliefs that the world
must obey his rhythm, that dominance

ensured respect, that impatience was
strength. The TTE’s calm curiosity
stripped these thoughts of power,

allowing self-inquiry to emerge, quiet
and genuine. The man’s body, once rigid
and tense, began to relax as if awakening
from a long, heavy sleep. Shoulders
loosened, jaw unclenched, fingers rested
lightly on his knees. His breathing,
previously shallow and hurried, slowed
and deepened. Thoughts that had been
tangled with irritation and ego began to
separate, clarity emerging where chaos
had reigned. He started speaking softly to
his family, each word careful, deliberate,
infused with a newfound patience. His
gestures, once sharp and commanding,
became tentative and careful, almost
childlike in their gentleness. A tentative
laugh escaped him, soft and almost
surprised, as though he had forgotten
that laughter could exist in this space. He
ate, drank, and interacted with
awareness, fully present to the moment
and to those around him. The irritability
that had dominated him at the beginning
of the journey had vanished, replaced by
reflection, curiosity, calm, and a subtle
joy at discovering that he could
experience emotion without being
controlled by it.

I realized that the TTE had offered him a
lived experience of dialectical behavioral
therapy. He had empowered the man to
notice, tolerate, and transform without
scolding, punishment, or judgment. He
had shown him the patterns of behavior,
the triggers, and the tools for change. The
man had learned because he experienced
it, reflected on it, and recognized himself
in the calm guidance of another.

Chewing paan, calm as the ocean, tablet
in hand, pen poised, the TTE was more
than a railway official. For that man, he

became Mahadev in disguise. Not in a temple
or on a mountain, but quietly, in the
crowded  coach, teaching  patience,
awareness, empathy, and the subtle art of
self-transformation.

The train continued forward. Wheels
clattered rhythmically, voices rose and fell, a
baby cried, a vendor shouted. Yet in that
ordinary coach, something extraordinary
had occurred. A man had confronted
himself, reflected, and changed. The Nitya
Yogi in black had guided the way, showing
that the most profound transformation can
come in the most unexpected, humblest
forms.

[llustration: Pinterest
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Da Shpa Pishi -
The cat of the night

Archi Ray
Batch 2023-24

ha, Shabnam jan, the sun’s rays
have travelled far too long on the
mountain tops, you may go to the
bazaar but take your Lala with
you.”
Voiced Gulnoor, Shabnam’s middle aged
mother. “Ho Mor jan” whispered back
her obeisant daughter .She had her
mother’s eyes, olive green with a hint of
hazel, much like the precarious vyet
charming pine trees enrobing the hills
of her village hometown of
Gambir,Afghanistan. It was said that in
the dark, her eyes shone like a

neighbourhood cat prowling about the
dusty lanes of the old mountain roads,
scouring for prey and scavenging up the
remains of clandestine whispers forever
lost in the alleyways of a turbulent
realm.This very trait had earned Shabnam
an affectionate name among the coveted
village elders-‘Da Shpa Pishi’(The cat of
the night in Pashto language).

It was a frigid November morning in the
quiet village hamlet of Gambir.Nestled
admist the towering pine tops of the
Hindu Kush Range, Gambir, with it’s
dense cedar
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forests, meandering mountain streams
and forbidden whispers richocheting
across the granite hill tops,was a sight
for sore eyes indeed. Yet, it had it’s fair
share of agonising perils. Much like the
women of rural Afghanistan who’s beauty
remained tucked away under the rugs of
an authoritarian government, Gambir too
had been stripped off much of it’s
opulence. Secluded as it was, the forested
valleys and granite hilltops was the
perfect hideout spot for the acrimonious
Taliban soldiers .The steep mountainous
roads surrounded by the lush alpine
woods and dusky cedar trees had had its
ephemeral beauty lost to the Talibans
patrolling every inch of it,through thick
and thin .As farmers scrurried about to
tend to their fields like rats , their hearts
were riddled with angst.The women on
the other hand were meant to remain at
home at large,speaking in muted
whispers,lest they garner the untoward
attention of the patrolling predators at
reach.

Shabnam now almost 15 ,was much too
old to live under the comfort of her
father’s roof.Soon she would have her
Nikah and be blessed by the village elders
to serve her sacrosanct husband.Till then
she would bide by her time ,helping her
mother doing odd jobs around her small
wooden hut and occasionally visiting the
village bazzar with her lala (brother). On
one such winter morning ,Shabnam
stepped out of the grainy wooden doors
of her tapered little hut ,with her lala at
her side.She felt like a captive bird
suddenly set free, only that she had
forgotten how to fly. The crisp winter air
coddled her nostrils with the rich
intoxicating odour of laal e kohi and wild
himalayan roses. As she strained her
beatiful kohl lined eyes through the
lattice veils of her chadori, she could see
the rugged moutains engulf her very
miniature existence. The woods
surrounding her hut seemed to call her
in for as long as she should remember,

seducing her into the darks abyssess of
the unknown, far from the knowns of her
despondent reality yet if only, she had
the courage to listen .Huddling past the
many timid huts of her colony with her
brother at her side,she dared not look
up.Inspite of being covered from head to
toe, with her eyes partially veiled against
her dark chadori, she dared not look
up.for even a glance at at a capricious
taliban could cost her quite morbidly.
After passing through a few taliban
check points and inching further along
the quiet hillside road ,Shabnam and her
lala could finally hear the raucous voices
of a busy village bazaar.

Thats when her brother spoke up,“ Khore
jan,I must tell you about the strangest
tale I have just heard in school. It is much
stranger than the red moons that
sometimes curse our asmaan or the one
eyed goats on Kaka Zalan’s farm."

Shabnam’s brother, Gharzai was just two

years older than her and used to attend
school like any other jawan in her village
premises.She was the Noor e Chasm of
her brother’s life and he used to cherish
her quite deeply, much as if she were his
own daughter.

“Lala jan, you know how your tales never
fail to amuse my battered heart, I could
wait for numerous suns to set and
hundreds of dawns to arrive ,that’s how
much I yearn to hear you narrate your
strange tales ,” chuckled Shabnam, with a
hint of lumbering softness in her heart.

As Gharzai continues, “Its about the Jinns
of Da jangal,khor -kye. A few days ago.a

disheveled Talib had lost his way in the
macabre shadows of the deep pine
crested valleys of the Jalghoza jangal. It
was past twilight and the wolves were
howling to the moon, that was when a
jinn had caught him by the neck, to
punish him for entering its malovalent
grounds. Next day, in the early hours of
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the sun rising they found him in a
delirious state, talking to himself like a
mad man with his guns lost and his
manlienss vanquished .He would not stop
talking about the jinn ,so much so that
they had to take him to the village Daktar.
You understand khor- kye, just how evil
the jinns truly are, even the talibans are
not to be spared .”

“Lala jan, but the jalghoza jangal is just
behind our Ghar?” questioned Shabnam,
greatly apalled.

“Yes, khor kye, but you shan’t have to
worry for I know you might never go
there, besides you are a little jinn
yourself, da shpa pishi, your eyes will
scare the jinns away at night.” Laughed
Gharzai, affectionately patting his sister
on the head. Shabnam didn’t speak much
for the rest of the way to the bazaar or its
rugged way back .It seems her tantalising
mind had wandered away,and this time it
had wandered so far enough ,that she had
a hard time trying to placate it back to its
rightly cage.

As night came along, Shabnam lay on a
toshak spread out on the earthen floor of
her father’s hut.It was a vehemently cold
night,precipitous of the alpine mountains
thatcarpeted Gambir. Her Moor jan,
Gulnoor was fast asleep by her side while
her father and brother slept in an
adjacent room. There was a certain
despair in the stillness that surrounded
her, the quiet desolate walls of her room
and the darkness beyond seemed to gnaw
at her icy bones.She couldn’t sleep, nor
could she stop the heavy machinery in her
tireless mind from grinding itself to a
sense of stubborn despondency. As she
stared at the lattice of shadows that
pranced about her roof, all she could
ponder upon was her Lala’s haunting
words-“Jinns Khor-kye, even the talibans
are powerless to their wrath for
vengeance . These evil spirits lurk about
only in the shadows of Da shpa, when the
mother wolf howls for her young cubs

and the moonlight gently carasses the
granite peaks. The jinns show no
mercy.Their rapacity for men’s blood
cannot be chained even with the most
powerful Ta’'weez. At night, the jangals
belong to them alone, and no Jawan
should dare not venture forth.”

Shabnam got up with gentle ease, careful
not to wake her mother from an
unsuspecting slumber. A certain force
seemed to pull at the strings of her heart
,drawing her outside. She knew what
could happen if she got caught loitering
at this ungodly hour, she knew that her
meagre life was at stake . Yet her intrepid
heart seemed to grow heavy with a
certain obstinate indignation. She didn’t
put on her burga but instead she took her
woolen chadar off the old moth eaten
racks. Walking towards the huge cedar
door of her lowly hut, she stopped right
in her tracks and glanced back at the
unwavering comfort of her beautifully
knitted cage. She was leaving her entire
Duniya behind -her Moor jan, Lala ,Baba
and a small part of herself , yet she must
leave,the hills kept calling and it was high
time she resolved to listen .Seeing her
resting mother look like a Farishta, an
angel with the moonlight gently pressing
against her soft glowing skin sunk her
heart into the torpid waters of deep
despair ,yet she must keep her emotions
aside for now. Just like that ,with just a
Banyan and a humble Chadar wrapped
around the guilded softness of her
sombre heart, she creaked open the huge
cedar door.

Shabnam found herself barefoot on the
dewy mountain grass that overlooked her
hut. A piercing gust of ice cold wind had
caught her off-guard ,as she clenched
onto the last inches of warmth offered by
her fleece chadar.The air was quiet,
except the occasional cacophony of
raucous laughter that echoed amongst the
taliban men in a nearby police outpost.
Undettered, Shabnam crept up along the
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narrow mountain path behind her hut,
one which would lead her to the infamous
Jalghoza jangal, the abode of the jinns. In
the softness of the moonlight, her eyes
shone like a pishi, much like the villagers
had noticed before and with stealth as
good as a dexterous pishi cat, she
scurried up along the moist hill sideroad,
becoming one with her own shadow. As
she crept deeper and deeper into the
claws of a rancorous jangle ,with the pine
and cedar trees towering onto her like
giants in a fantasy land, the disconcerting
voices of the talibs had long since died
out. All she could hear was the wind
giving her company,with an occasional
rustle of the dried coniferous leaves .As
the beating in her heart grew louder with
each cautious step,somewhere nearby a
lonely musk deer called out to its
wandering mate and the night grew
longer. A pragmatic shabnam would
never have come here into the depths of
the beguiling unknown yet, something
had caught hold of the reigns to her
mirthless soul and she found herself
walking steadfast into the vastness of the
abysses coming forth. With each passing
hour .,in the luminous twilight that
shrouded the hills ,Shabnam seemed to
fall in love with the uncertainty she was
in. She grew envious of the jinns, for
every night they could patrol these
breathtaking hills without an inch of fear
in their enigmatic souls. She grew
envious of their macabre ways of living
and something inside her, shifted.She
started to run barefoot on the wet grass,
past the looming height of the tall
trees,her heart was suddenly in raptures
as she realised the height of freedom she
suddenly had.Inspite of the freezing fog
thickening onto the forest paths, she
neither felt cold nor fear,as her beautiful
black hair fell upon the softness of her
pale bare skin.It was almost as if the
spirits had taken over her timid
unabashed body and she couldn’t
recognise herself anymore.The quiet little
girl who had been faithful to the white

beards of her village , the girl who had
been obnoxiously respectful of her entire
khandan since time and beyond . The
little girl who housed grave fear for the
infamous talibans and would never dare
to go outside alone,that too in the perils
of a dark night. Shabnam ,the girl who
had never seen the light of the day
without her Kala chador veiling every
inch of her sacrosanct skin, had been
long lost in this newly found maze. As she
wandered deeper and deeper into the
forbidden dens of the beguiling jinns, she
had let go of all fear. The fear she had
housed for the predatory men and the
ordeals of her fanatically religious
village was enough to make her fearless
of the jangal she was in.The jinns to her
were far from evil. Instead, they were
angels in disguise keeping the men away
from the eccentricities of a beautiful
alpine forest, allowing her to breathe in
the indiscriminating air of long
anticipated freedom. She started to grow
abhorrent at the thought of her paltry life
and almost worthless existence.There
seemed to be a translucent cage following
her everywhere she went, masking her,
shredding her soul into a thousand pieces
until she became mere dust.The nearing
of her Nikah, the brusque talibs, all but
filled her with confounding rage.Anger,
an emotion she had forgotten the very
existence of had completely taken over
every inch of her untamed soul and just
like an overflowing pot of boiling hot
water ,she imploded. She found herself
seething with unpent emotions , as she
gave out a loud , ravenous growl .Her
deafening growl reverberated across
every nook and corner of the incongruous
woods.Just like a wild animal , she had
made made herself known for the danger
she could be.The night was hers,so was
the forest at her reach. Her voice guttural
with hate,she was to be feared by her
defenseless prey.

Farther along, the waters of a little ravine
gurgled past the white granite hill tops,
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an owl gave out a boisterous screech and
the unfettered leaves murmured to each
other in hushed overtones .With the
darkness thickening,the luminous moon
had fallen prey to the clutches of the
waxy winter clouds with no orifice to
shine through.The mountains sat in an air
of lingering obscurity waiting for strange
events to unfold and for a while, all was
still .

Shabnam was helping her mother in the
kitchen when her brother called
her,”Khor kye, you must come outside
and look how beautifully the sun shines
today."

Quietly wrapping her head with her Sal ,
she stepped outside. It was true, in the
disconcerting cold that November had
brought along, the sun’s effulgent warmth
had wrapped Gambir with a comfortable
shawl .She stood beside her brother on
their earthen ourtyard and looked far
ahead at the towering hills looming
upfront.

“The spirits have put a curse upon our
sacred land.This jangal is cursed Khor -
kye, T tell you it’s cursed.” Criticised
Gharzai visibly distressed,as he pointed
out at the jangal behind their paltry hut.

“Did something bad happen Lala?”

“ It’s worse than bad , Khor kye kye.Even
the Farishtay from the heavens above are
unable to help us in these dire times
.”Gharzai replied meekly,shaking his head

“Why Lala jan? In the beautiful hours of
the sun shining its rays upon us,what
makes you

say that?” retorted Shabnam almost
mechanically,there was not a single piece
of thought behind her hollowed out eyes.

“The jinns Kkilled a talib last night,he must
have angered the spirits far too much.He

Page 24
the shrubs of the Jalghoza
jangal,macerated. Some say it was a

janwar who did it, but Zma Yafeen dy, I
am sure it was the work of a malicious
jinn.Besides, have you ever heard of a
janwar with human like foot? Yes ,they
found footprints too but it looked much
more like an insaan’s. I tell you Khor -kye
,bad times are upon us and we must carry
peace in our hearts in times like this.”

Shabnam didn’t say anything, she stood
transfixed, staring into the tips of
farthest

mountains her olive eyes could reach.
“It's going to be a harsh winter this
year.The winds are stronger than
before,we need to be prepared.Have you
brought the Balan firewood yet Lala?”
Shabnam spoke dreamily with
unperturbed stillness.She could see the
sun’s rays gleaming onto the whitened
peaks of the distant mountains. Harsh
winds bellowed nearby.

lllustration: Archi Ray
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ICU warrior stands still

Dr. Jatabeta Pal
Alumni

even Months.

I don't remember when 1 dozed
off.I woke up startled by the
beeping of monitor alarms.

I went to check the monitors of HDU 210,
adjusted the settings, and came back to
my chair. As I shuffled through the pages
of the input-output balance record book,
I kept flipping through the pages until 1
landed on January.

The first month of my residency.

Where it all started.

At first, it was all about doing and
interpreting ABGs. Then, slowly, POCUS
came into the picture. Monitoring vitals.

Titrating inotropes.

Calibrating etCO2, escalating sedation
and de-escalating support.

Every phase of PICU exposure blew my
mind.

I was slowly beginning to adjust myself to
this hustle. Three months swept by, and 1
had to begin my SNCU journey.

That was the beginning of tough days and
horrendous nights.

From taking the crying baby away from
the mother's lap for keeping them warm
to taking the non-crying ones to the
NICU, already intubated—the learnings
were overwhelming. From pushing CPAP
machines to taking X-rays on our own.
From intubating neonates to securing
PICC to start inotropes. From making
them NPO to establishing them on full
feeds.

Each and every child's survival became a
story of our patience, hard work,
sacrifice, and prayer.
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And as I bid those tiny hands goodbye, I
found myself entering what felt like the
most chaotic zone of paediatric residency
— the ward.

The ward was where I unlearned many
things. And relearned quite a few. It was
also the first place where I interacted
with children the most. Their sweet
smiles became the greatest reward-the
little moments that kept me going.

From managing febrile neutropenias to
status epilepticus. From settling
respiratory distress on nasal prongs to
putting a child on NIV with a portable
ventilator—in the emergency department
itself, because there was no ICU bed
available.

The ward taught me how to manage
emergencies when there's a scarcity of
literally everything—starting from
prongs and sedatives to ICU beds, and
sometimes, even Betadine and IV
cannulas.

I also experienced my first presentation
at Grand Rounds—a case of
mitochondrial
encephalopathy/leukodystrophy, where
the only clue seemed to be the baby's
persistent hyperventilation.

The more deeply I dive into the cases I
encounter, the more fascinated I became
with medicine.

The alarms are beeping again.

I close the record book and walk towards
HDU B/ N 201.

The patient whom I had attended in the
ER, whom I had to put on NIV using the
portable ventilator, is now receiving the
same support in the ICU.

I stand beside his monitor, alone.

Looking at the graphs.
Analysing his current status.

And at the end of the day, I realise it all
comes down to our efforts and prayer.

If the patient gives us enough time, we
will always try to provide the best care
that we can.

That is all it comes down to.
Doing ICU shifts alone still scares me.

But more than the fear, I feel grateful.
Grateful for everything these seven
months have taught me. I stand in almost
the same place where I started, yet I am
not the same person who stood here
seven months ago.

The basic principles haven't changed.

But every procedure, every emergency,
every sleepless night, every difficult
decision, every child we fought for, and
every adverse situation we faced has
made my core stronger and my devotion
sharper.

Seven months ago, I was learning how to
read the monitors.

Today, I find myself reading between the
numbers.

Perhaps that is what residency does to
you.

It teaches you medicine, but somewhere
along the way, it teaches you patience.
Humility. Resilience. Faith.

And somewhere between healing these
children and learning to save them—

you begin healing a part of yourself, too.
The journey of healing children, and in
the process, healing myself—thus shall
continue.

lllustration: Pinterest
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clhe Slecarus of Empirism:
(n the °Limits of Galculated “Living

Tirtha Das
MCR, Nursing

I. The Architecture of the Labyrinth

We usually remember Icarus as a

warning.

A boy is given wings. His father tells him
not to fly too close to the sun. He gets
carried away by the freedom of flight,
climbs too high, and falls into the sea
when the wax gives way.

It is an easy story to understand.
Don't get carried away. Know your limits.

But perhaps we have been too

comfortable with that moral.

Perhaps the tragedy of Icarus was not
simply that he flew too high. Perhaps it
was that, once human beings discovered
they could build wings, we began to
wonder whether every boundary was

simply a problem waiting to be solved.
We have been building wings ever since.

Disease frightened wus, so we built
medicine. Distance separated us, so we
built ships and aircraft. Darkness
surrounded us, so we learned how to
make light. The universe seemed
impossibly far away, so we Dbuilt
telescopes that could look billions of
years into the past.

There is something beautiful about this
instinct.

A frightened species decided to
understand what frightened it.

And it worked.

Reason has given us an extraordinary
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world. It has saved lives, connected
people across continents and helped us
understand parts of nature that would
once have seemed impossible to explain.

So this is
science.

not an argument against

It is an argument against something more
subtle: the idea that explaining something
is the same as understanding everything
about it.

If something could be measured, we
trusted it. If it could be calculated, we felt
we understood it. And if it could not be
measured, we sometimes began to
wonder whether it mattered at all.

But human beings are not only things that
can be observed.

We are also the ones doing the observing.

We are the patient beneath the scanner.
The person sitting alone in a hospital
corridor. The child waiting for a parent to
come home. The scientist who spends
decades studying the universe and then
returns home to mourn someone whose
death no equation can make easier.

What happens to the parts of life that
become smaller when we try too hard to
measure them?

II. When a Human Being Becomes a Set
of Numbers

There is nothing wrong with numbers.

A doctor needs to know a patient's blood
pressure, oxygen level and heart rate.
Those measurements can mean the
difference between life and death.

The problem begins when we forget what

the number is describing. A heart rate of
110 beats per minute is useful
information.

It is not the person.

A blood test can tell us what is happening
inside someone's body. It cannot tell us
what it feels like to hear, “You have
cancer.”

A brain scan can show us what happens
when someone feels fear. It cannot feel
that fear for us.

Modern life 'makes this distinction

surprisingly easy to forget.

A student becomes a percentile.

A patient becomes a case number.

An employee becomes a productivity

figure.

A person on social media becomes a
collection of likes, views and followers.

Numbers are useful because they
simplify. Human beings are difficult
precisely because we cannot always be
simplified without losing something
important.

Imagine someone sitting alone after

receiving terrible news.

We can study their tears. We can measure
their heart rate. We can observe changes
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in their brain.
All of that may be true.

But there is another truth that is harder
to put on a chart:

They are hurting.

Knowing what happens in the brain
during grief does not tell us whom the
person has lost. It does not tell us why an
empty chair at the dinner table can
suddenly make an ordinary evening
unbearable.

A map can tell you where a city is. It
cannot tell you what it feels like to walk
through that city at midnight.

And a perfect description of grief is still
not grief.

The danger of reductionism is not that it
makes science too precise.

It is that, sometimes, it makes human
beings too small.

II1. The Strange Humility of Reason

Some of the limits of reason were
discovered by reason itself.

In 1931, Kurt Godel showed that certain
mathematical systems have limits of their
own. In simple terms, there are questions
that cannot be answered using only the
rules of the system itself. Reason had
discovered a boundary inside reason.

Physics had its own surprises. The
universe described by classical physics

turned out to be much stranger at very
small scales. Questions about
measurement and observation became
more complicated than the old picture of
a completely detached observer
suggested.

And then there is consciousness.

We can watch a brain. We can record
electrical activity and study what
happens when someone sees, remembers,
fears or desires.

Yet one question remains stubbornly
personal:

What does it feel like to be you?

What does heartbreak feel like?

Why can a particular voice, after twenty
years, suddenly make you feel like a child
again?

Why does one ordinary afternoon from
childhood remain vivid while hundreds of
other days disappear?

Science can investigate the mechanisms
behind these experiences. That matters.

But there is still a difference between
observing a brain in pain and being the
person whose heart is breaking. Perhaps
that is not simply a problem waiting for a
better machine.

Perhaps it is a reminder that we are not
standing outside reality, examining it

from a safe distance.

We are inside it.
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Recognising this does not diminish

science.
It simply puts science in its proper place.
IV. Three in the Morning

Perhaps nowhere is this clearer than in a
hospital.

Walk into an intensive care unit at three
in the morning.

Everything is measured.

Heart rhythms move across monitors.
Oxygen levels change by decimal points.
Blood pressure appears as numbers.
Machines keep breathing going.

It is extraordinary.

Now imagine a patient who has been
unconscious for several days.

The machines continue working. A nurse
checks the monitor. A doctor reviews the
numbers.

Then the patient's hand moves.

A family member reaches forward and
holds it.

Nothing measurable has necessarily

changed.
But something has happened.
Someone has held someone's hand.

We know that touch affects the body. We
can explain some of what happens inside
the nervous system.

But perhaps the daughter at the bedside
isn't holding her father's hand because
she expects his oxygen level to improve.

She is holding it because she cannot bear
not to.

And when the machines finally fall silent,
science may be able to tell us exactly
what happened to the heart, the lungs
and the brain.

It still cannot tell us what it means when
that daughter looks at the bed and
understands that her father will never
answer her again.

The body is there.

The room is there.

But someone is missing.

Not matter.

Not energy.

A person.

Science can describe the physical event
with extraordinary precision.

But grief belongs to another language.
And perhaps it should.

The doctor can understand the

physiology.
The daughter can hold her father's hand.
Neither act needs to defeat the other.

V. Things We Do That Make No Rational
Sense.

Some of the most important things we do

become difficult to explain if we treat life
as an optimisation problem.

Consider love.
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We are constantly encouraged to

calculate our lives.

Is this relationship good for me? Is this
person compatible with my plans? What
am [ getting in return?

These questions are sometimes

necessary.

But love becomes strange when we apply
the same arithmetic to it.

Imagine someone caring for a partner
who has been ill for years. Perhaps the
partner no longer remembers their

name. Perhaps they cannot return the
affection they receive.

And still, the other person stays.

Why?
We can explain attachment through

biology. We can discuss evolution and the
chemistry of the brain.

Those explanations tell us something
real.

But eventually, the person may simply
say:

Because I love them.”

And somehow, that answer is enough.

Forgiveness is another kind of rebellion
against arithmetic.

You hurt me.

Therefore I hurt you.

You owe me.

Therefore I collect.

It is a simple system, and it can continue
forever.

Forgiveness interrupts it. It does not
mean pretending that the harm never
happened. Sometimes it simply means
deciding that someone else's cruelty will
not determine the person you become.

And then there is mourning.

The rational mind understands death

surprisingly quickly.

The heart doesn't.

We still expect the footsteps. We reach
for the phone before remembering. Years
later, a song can bring someone back so
vividly that, for a few seconds, we forget
they are gone.

If grief were merely a computational

problem, the mind would update the
information:

Person absent. Adjust  behaviour.
Continue.

But thankfully, human beings are not that
efficient.

Grief hurts because someone mattered.
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VI. The Algorithm We Live Inside

The problem becomes even more obvious
when measurement leaves the laboratory
and enters ordinary life.

We have become very good at turning
ourselves into numbers.

Marks. Ranks. Salaries. Followers. Views.
Steps. Hours slept. Hours worked.

None of these things is inherently bad.

The  problem  begins  when  the
measurement quietly becomes the thing
being measured.
A student who scores poorly is not
necessarily unintelligent.

Someone with few followers is not
necessarily uninteresting .

A doctor who spends twenty extra
minutes reassuring a frightened patient
may technically be less “productive” than
one who sees twice as many people.

And a life that produces very little
measurable output may still contain
extraordinary love.

We have built systems that are excellent
at counting.

Sometimes we forget to ask what is worth
counting.

Technology has made this tension
stranger still. We can speak to hundreds
of people without being truly known by

any of them. We can send a heart in half
a second.

But sitting beside someone through their
worst hour still takes time.

Presence is inefficient.

Listening is inefficient.

Grieving with someone is inefficient.

Love, at its deepest, is almost absurdly
inefficient.

Maybe that is part of its value.

beings are not machines
they fail to

Human
malfunctioning because
maximise efficiency.

Efficiency is simply not the only thing we
value.

VII. The Eclipse

So where does that leave us?

Certainly not with the idea that science is
the enemy.

Science has saved lives that superstition

could not. It has given us vaccines,
antibiotics, surgery, anaesthesia and
sanitation.

We need evidence. We need scepticism.
We need people willing to ask whether
what we believe is actually true.
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The problem is not reason.

The problem is believing that reason
must be the only language in which
reality is allowed to speak.

We need the wings of Daedalus.

We just need to remember why they were
built.

They were built to escape the labyrinth.

Not to conquer the sun.

Perhaps maturity lies somewhere
between arrogance and surrender. We
should use reason as far as it can take us.
And when we reach a boundary, perhaps
we should resist the temptation to fill the
unknown with whatever answer makes us
comfortable.

Sometimes we can simply say:

I don't know.

There is a strange kind of humility in
those three words.

They do not mean that nothing is true.

They mean that knowledge is

unfinished.

our

We can hold a medical chart in one hand
and a patient's trembling fingers in the
other. We can build machines capable of

looking millions of light-years into space
and still cry when an old song reminds us
of someone we lost.

We can understand the chemistry of love
without deciding that chemistry has made
love meaningless.

We can study the brain without forgetting
the person whose brain it is.

An explanation does not always destroy a
mystery.

Sometimes it makes the mystery more
beautiful.

That is why the eclipse is such a useful
metaphor.

During an eclipse, the sun does not

disappear.

Our view of it changes.

Perhaps something similar happens when
our confidence in complete
understanding is interrupted.

When someone dies.

When we fall in love.

When we forgive someone who hurt us.

When a doctor has exhausted every
treatment and a family member still
reaches for the patient's hand.
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When we stand beneath a night sky and
realise how little of it we understand.

These moments do not destroy reason.

They reveal its scale.

There are experiences whose value does
not depend on whether they can be
measured. There are people whose worth
cannot be calculated. There are acts of
courage that will never appear on a
spreadsheet.

And there are kinds of love that make
absolutely no economic sense and still
make life worth living.

Perhaps the greatest achievement of
intelligence is not the fantasy that we will
eventually calculate every corner of
existence.

Perhaps it is knowing when calculation is
no longer the point.

The scientist who understands the
physiology of death and still knows how
to sit quietly beside a grieving family has
not abandoned reason.

They have understood something larger.

We need the person who asks, “How does
this work?”

And we need the person who asks, “What
does this mean?”

The first question builds civilizations.

The second reminds us why we should
care about the civilizations we build.

Perhaps that is where Icarus was never
meant to fly.

Not away from knowledge.

Not away from reason.

But away from the temptation to believe
that knowing everything about the
machinery of a life is the same as
knowing the life itself.

The wings are still worth building.

The flight is still worth attempting.

But before we rise too high, we should
remember what we are carrying with us.

Not data alone. Not equations alone.

But grief. Memory. Mercy. Love. Fear.
Wonder.

And the strange human instinct to reach
for another hand when every calculation
has run out.

That instinct may never be computable.

It may never need to be.

Because perhaps the point was never to
calculate everything.
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Perhaps the point was to understand clearly:

enough to know what must be measured,

what must be questioned, and what must

simply be held. We are not machines trying to become
humans.

And when the brilliant light of our

certainty finally dims, perhaps that is We are human beings who built machines

when we see the quietest truth most to help us survive the mystery of being
alive.

[llustration: Pinterest
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Reason And Grief

Dhairya Shah
MBA, [IM Raipur

REASON

The physician explained every parameter.
GRIEF

I heard him.

REASON

The disease progressed faster than
expected. The treatment has reached its
limit. There is nothing left to alter the
course.

GRIEF

I know.

REASON

Then vyou have to
happening.

GRIEF

I accept what is happening.

The room falls quiet.

The monitor beside the bed Kkeeps
speaking in its small electronic language,
turning a human life into numbers, peaks
and intervals.

REASON

His heart is failing.

accept what is

GRIEF

I know.

REASON

His breathing will become irregular. His
organs are beginning to—

GRIEF

Please.

A pause.

GRIEF

Not the terminology. Not right now.
Reason falls silent for a moment.
REASON

You asked me what went wrong.
GRIEF

No.

REASON

What?

GRIEF

I asked you how.

REASON

How the disease progressed?




Reason And Grief

Page 37

GRIEF

How an entire life fits
hospital bed.

Reason has no protocol for that.

So it returns to what it knows.

It speaks of oxygen, circulation, cellular
failure, organ function. It explains how
the body, after spending a lifetime
keeping itself alive, can suddenly begin
forgetting how.

Grief listens.

It has always known how to sit with things
it cannot fix.

Then it looks at the man beneath the thin
white sheet.

His wrists are narrower than they were
last winter.

On his left ring finger, a pale mark
remains where a gold band rested for
thirty-eight years.

GRIEF

Will he know I'm here?
REASON

We cannot know whether he is still aware

of his surroundings.
GRIEF

So that's a no?
REASON
It's an uncertainty.

into a narrow

Grief looks at him for a long time.

Then reaches across the bedrail and takes
his hand.

His fingers are cool.

REASON

He may not feel that.
GRIEF

I know.

REASON

He may not know you're holding him.
GRIEF

I know.

REASON

Then are you holding on?

Grief looks down at their hands.

The dry skin.

The familiar knuckles.

The hand that once held a child's hand
while crossing a flooded street.

The hand that repaired the Kkitchen
window every monsoon, no matter how
many times it stuck.

The hand that reached across the bed in
the middle of the night, half-asleep, just
to make sure she was still there.

GRIEF

Because he held mine when I was afraid.
Reason says nothing.

Outside the room, the hospital carries on.
A tea cart rattles down the corridor.
Someone laughs near the nurses' station.
A phone rings twice before someone
answers it.

Somewhere, a family is probably being
told that everything is going to be fine.
Inside this room, nobody says that
anymore.

REASON

You always knew this would happen.
GRIEF

Yes.
REASON

Everyone dies.

GRIEF

I know.

REASON

Then why does this feel impossible?

Grief watches the line on the monitor
become less certain.

GRIEF

Because knowing something will happen
is not the same as being ready for it.

The room becomes very still.

The monitor gives one final sound.

A nurse enters.

There is a quiet breath.

A hand rests on a shoulder.

Someone writes down the time.

Reason watches the numbers disappear.
It knows what happened.

It knows the sequence.

It knows which systems stopped first,
which followed, and exactly when the
body could no longer continue.

It could explain all of it.

For once, it doesn't.

Grief doesn't let go.
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And Reason, having nothing left to calculate, has happened is not the same thing

pulls a chair beside the bed. as knowing what to do.

It sits there quietly.

Not defeated. And perhaps, when every answer has
finally run out,

Not convinced. there is still something left to do.

Just there.

Because perhaps there are Hold the hand.
moments when understanding what  §iqy.

[llustration: Pinterest
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PAPCRIDACK

Krittika Mohanta
Batch 2025-26

S tressed, tired, exhausted,

She returns from life, each day
To flow towards escape,

To her paperback.

Comforting, beckoning were the
pages,

Adorned with scribbled experiences.
Mine were those,

Where she laughed at the comical,
Teasing me,

Didn’t I enjoy the cliffhanger!

Tears ran down, comforting my pains.
“How long?” asked from the shelves,
Waiting for their turn of caress.

Her escape from reality,

My longing to be real.

ILLUSTRATION: PINTEREST
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THE

EXTRA MINUTE

Dhairya Shah
MBA, 1IM Raipur

t 11:59 every night, Mira checked
the time. She had started doing it
after her brother died. Not

because she expected anything to happen;
she simply liked the certainty of the clock.

11:59. One minute remained. Then
midnight. Then another day. It was
comforting, in a way, to know that time
did not care how you felt. It kept going
anyway.

On the first night it happened, Mira was
sitting alone at her kitchen table, scrolling
through photographs she hadn't looked at
in months. At 11:59, the clock changed.
12:00. She looked down at her phone:
12:01. She frowned, then checked the wall
clock: 12:01. For some reason, she felt that

she had missed something. Not a thought.
Not a sound. A minute.

She dismissed it. The next night, it
happened again: 11:59, then 12:01. The
following night, the same. She checked her
phone settings; the clock was
synchronised. She searched online—
nothing. No one else seemed to have lost a
minute. Eventually she

stopped checking.

Until one night, she looked up at exactly
12:00. And someone was sitting in the
chair opposite her. Her brother.

*x Kk Kk

She didn’t scream. That surprised her
afterwards. She simply stared. He looked
exactly as he had the week before the
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accident- same grey T-shirt, same uneven
hair, same small scar beside his eyebrow.
He was eating an apple.

He looked up. “Why are you staring at meé”

Mira couldn't answer. He took another
bite.

“You're doing that thing again.”

“What thing?”

“Looking at me like I'm going to disappear.”
Her throat tightened. “You 're dead.”

He stopped chewing. For the first time, he
looked
frightened. “I'm what?”

Then the kitchen disappeared. Mira was
alone. 12:01. The chair was empty. There
was no apple, only a small piece of peel on
the table. She sat there until morning.

*x Kk Kk

After that, she began waiting for midnight.
She didn't tell anyone. She knew how it
sounded, what a doctor might call it, what
her mother would say: grief, exhaustion, a
hallucination, the mind trying to protect
itself. All reasonable explanations. Mira
accepted them. She simply kept returning.

Every night, the minute appeared. And
every night, something different
happened. Sometimes she was in her
childhood home. Sometimes at a railway
station. Once, she was sitting in a hospital
corridor she had never seen before. Once,
she saw herself walking through a
university campus she had never attended.
Once, she stood inside an apartment that
had never existed.

The people were different too. A man she
had almost married. A friend she had
stopped speaking to. Her father twenty

years younger. Her brother-always her
brother. Sometimes he spoke to her,
sometimes he didn’t. Sometimes he was
older, sometimes younger. Once, he looked
exactly as he had at eight years old.

Mira began to understand. The minute was
not showing the past. It was showing
everything that might have been. Every
decision that could have gone differently.
Every road not taken. Every door not
opened. Every goodbye that could have
been avoided. Every version of a life that
had been abandoned when another
possibility was chosen.

The worlds lasted only a minute. Then
midnight became 12:01, and they
disappeared.

*x Kk

She became addicted to them. That was
the part she never admitted. She stopped
making plans after eleven, stopped
answering calls, stopped sleeping
properly. The ordinary world began to feel
like a waiting room.

The real world had only one version of her
brother: dead. The minute had hundreds.
In one, he had become a doctor. In
another, he had moved to Canada. In
another, he had two children. In another,
he still lived at home and complained
about their mother's cooking. In one, he
was angry with her. In another, they hadn't
spoken in year.

In one, he was old. He had grey hair and
glasses. Mira had never seen him that way.
That one hurt the most. She sat beside him
on a park bench.

“Are you happy?” she asked.

He looked at her. “Why wouldn't I be?”

She wanted to tell him everything: that in
her world he was dead, that she had
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forgotten the sound of his footsteps, that
she still sometimes bought his favourite
biscuits before remembering, that she had
stopped calling his number but hadn’t
deleted it. Instead she asked: “Do yvou know
me?”

He smiled. “Of course.” The minute ended

* Kk
One night, something changed. Her
brother looked directly at her—not

through her, not as though she were
another version of someone, but directly
at her.

“You shouldn't keep coming here.”

Mira froze. “Why2”

“You know why.”

“NO'”

“You do.”

The clock somewhere behind them ticked.
11:59. Except it wasn't 11:59; it was inside
the minute. Time behaved differently
there.

Mira stood up. “What is this place¢”

He looked around. “The things vou didn't
choose.”

“Then why can I see them?” He didn't
answer.

“Why can I see you?”

He looked sad. That frightened her more
than anything else. “Because you haven't
let me go.”

Mira shook her head. “You're not real.”

“I know.”

“Then what are you?”

He smiled. For the first time, he looked
tired.

“I'm the version of me you needed.”
She began to cry.

“I don't want a version.”

“I know.”

“l want you.”

“I know.”

He reached for her hand. She felt his
fingers-warm, familiar, real enough to
break her heart. “Then come with me,” she
whispered.

He looked at her. “Where2”
“Here.”

“You can't stay.”

“Why2”

“Because this place was never made for
people who are still alive.”

Mira tightened her grip. “Then what was it
made forZ”

He looked towards the dark edge of the
room. “For people who couldn't accept the
world they got.”

*x Kk Kk

Months passed. Mira began living normally
again. She went back to work. She
answered messages. She visited her
mother. She stopped checking the clock at

11:59.

One evening, while cleaning an old
drawer, she found her brother's watch.
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The glass was cracked. It had stopped at
12:00. She held it for a long time. Then she
wound it. The second hand moved. She
laughed. It was such a small thing; she
didn'tknow why she found it funny. She
placed the watch beside her bed.

That night, she dreamt of the missing
minute. Her brother was sitting on the
edge of a railway platform. He looked
older—older than she had ever seen him.
He smiled. “You came.”

Mira sat beside him. “I thought you said I
couldn't stay.”

“You can't.”
“Then why am I here2”

He shrugged. “Dreams have never been
very good with rules.”

She laughed. He laughed too. For a while,
they said nothing. Then he looked at her.
“You're going to be okay.”

She wanted to say she wasn't. Instead, she
said: “I know.”

He nodded. The train arrived. She watched
him stand. For one terrible second, she
wanted to follow. Then she didn't. He
stepped onto the train. The doors closed.
Through the window, he raised his hand.
Mira raised hers. The train began to move.
She watched until it disappeared.

*x Kk Kk

The next morning, she woke before
sunrise. For the first time in years, she
couldn't remember her brother's face
perfectly. She could remember his laugh,
his voice, the scar beside his eyebrow, the
way he used to steal food from her plate
and deny it, the way he knocked on her
bedroom door even when it was already
open. She remembered all of it. But when
she tried to picture his face, it kept

away.

She panicked for a moment, then stopped.
Maybe this was what forgetting looked like:
not erasing, not betrayal, just the edges
becoming softer.

She opened the curtains. Morning had
arrived. The world was ordinary. People
were beginning their day. Somewhere, a
kettle whistled. Someone was calling for a
taxi. A child was laughing on the street.

Mira looked at the old watch beside her
bed. It was ticking. 11:50 had become
midnight. Midnight had become morning.
No minute was missing. For the first time,
she was grateful.

Because perhaps time had never taken that
extra minute from her. Perhaps she had
been the one borrowing it. Borrowing one
small piece of the impossible every night,
just to sit beside someone who was no
longer there. And perhaps growing older
meant learning that love did not require us
to keep people alive inside every version of
the world. Sometimes love was allowing
them to remain exactly where they had
gone.

She picked up the watch. Then, very
quietly, she said:
“Goodbye.”

There was no answer. She hadn't expected
one. She opened the door and went
outside. The clock behind her
continuedticking. Every second accounted
for. Every minute where it belonged. And
for the first time, Mira let time keep what
it had taken.

Illustration: Sangkalpa Pande
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Three Vignettes and an Epiphany
Final Year, MBS
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t was a bleak morning in
November'25. The sky above
Kolkata was draped in a heavy

shroud of clouds-
just another monotonous, unremarkable

day. I had just arrived from my hometown
in Jharkhand via the Howrah-Bokaro
Express and was standing in a sluggish
queue for the E1 bus to Jadavpur. Half-
asleep, suspended in the gray twilight of
5:30 a.m., I turned my gaze to the right.

Looking back, those days remain vividly
etched in my memory. While I cannot
claim to be entirely healed today, that
period marked the absolute nadir of my
life. My mental health had gone for a toss.
I was locked in a full-blown existential
crisis, paralyzed to the point where I
couldn't care any less about my body and
my mind. I was consumed by a quiet rage.

My world was an suffocating amalgam of
anxiety, sorrow, loneliness, and contempt
—vyet beneath the noise, I felt strangely
numb and empty. It felt as though God
and I were on opposite sides of a
negotiating table. Having developed a
keen eye for pessimism, I convinced
myself that the universe was actively
plotting my ruin. The "kainaat’, it seemed,
harbored a personal malice toward me.

To cope with this internal decay, I had
invisibly adopted the role of a moral
arbiter. I took a secret, arrogant pride in
the belief that I was pondering "high-
worth" philosophical miseries that others
were too blind to comprehend. I had
transformed myself into a (pseudo-)saint
who had achieved a twisted Kkind of
Nirvana—detached from the world solely
because I had concluded that life was
nothing but suffering. Now, I cannot help
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but smile at the sheer 'gravity' I carried
then.

As I looked to my right from the bus
queue, my gaze fell upon a cluster of
dilapidated slum houses. There, in a small
clearing, a family was gathered around a
filthy, weathered pushcart. Atop it, a
young girl of about six or seven, dressed in
a shabby blue frock, was dancing with an
unbridled, boundless joy. Her family stood
in a circle, happily cheering and clapping.
In that fleeting moment, they possessed a
profound, impenetrable satisfaction. I
stood there, frozen by a sudden question:
What did they possess in their poverty
that T had bankrupt myself of in my
privilege?!

The second fracture in my worldview
occurred further along the journey. The
bus groaned to a halt at Kalighat, and
passengers hurriedly spilled out into the
street. I watched the crowd (struck by the
sudden realization of sonder—that every
passing stranger lives a life as vivid and
complex as my own). Amidst this rush sat
an emaciated mother and her two
undernourished children. Someone had
handed them a single banana. As they
shared it, the children erupted into a state
of such pure excitement that they could
not sit still. No ghosts behind, no fears
ahead . But it was the mother’s eyes that
arrested my senses. Something sparkled in
them—perhaps tears, perhaps light. I may
never fully decode the anatomy of her
smile, but I knew with absolute certainty
that she did not feel hungry for the rest of
that day. Her spirit had been fed.
Something shifted deep within me. A
single, discarded fruit, and so much
grace? A universe I thought was hostile
had just revealed an unbearable
tenderness.

By the time I stepped off the bus at the 8B
bus stand, my mind was a tempest of
conflicting thoughts. I was broken out of

my trance by a local fruit seller preparing his
stall for the day. He had already tidied his
display and held a single, smoking incense stick.
Hung carefully on the inner left side of his
wooden cart was a framed picture of a smiling
Maa Durga. My legs gave way. With absolute
devotion, he swirled the incense around the
frame, bowing his head with a reverence so
fierce and trusting it defied logic. What had the
universe given this man that made him this
thankful? Breaking the silence of my thoughts,
he murmured a resolute, "Jai Maa!" and turned
to his work. I walked away in silence.

Returning to my room, the sheer commotion of
the morning caught up to me. Numb and
overwhelmed, I let my body fall onto the bed. I
wrestled with the puzzle for hours, unable to
bridge the gap between my intellectual misery
and their vibrant survival. It was not until
midnight that the epiphany finally struck. My
views,~my values, my carefully constructed
cynicism—everything was shaken to its core. It
felt as though I had brushed against another
realm of consciousness. As I finally let go of the
desperate, agonizing need to "solve" life, the
truth washed over me.

The divine was never a variable in the equation.
God is neither the question nor the answer. We are
simply physical vessels of consciousness—a
fierce, primordial desire of the universe to
experience itself, manifesting in bone and
breath. No one is anything special, just unique
in his existence. Everything is me, and I am
everything. Meaning is not something we find; it
is something we project. There is still so much
left to realize, so much left to heal. For now, I
am keeping my brackets open...

lllustration: Pinterest
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UNEXPLAINED EXPERIENCES

Anushka Basak
MBBS 2026-27

urrr”, a peppered ball of whiskers
leaped on top of the creaky
I wooden table from the window.

I opened my eyes.
They were blurry with the remnant of
tears I had shed last night.
Yes, recently my life’s been a mess! You
must be curious as to why? Well I am on
the verge of failing my first semester
practicals and many other things which i
prefer not to tell. You are still curious
aren’t ya? Well keep your curiosity within
bounds. I forced my legs off the bed and
slipped into my fluffy slippers, shooed
away the kitten and brushed my teeth. I
set off for my college which was roughly a
15 minute walk from my rented apartment.
[ jerked my wrist up to have a look at the
dials. It was five minutes past seven.
Our anatomy head Professor Dr
Pushpendra Routh had acquired some

special permissions to get the lab opened at
seven fifteen to make students practice on
the dissections. Let me be a bit more precise
‘the students who couldn’t get through the
mid sem practicals’ sharpen their skills at
dissection. Yes you might be thinking why
didn’t T use the word ‘failed’. Well lets say i
am more of an optimistic person. I arrived at
the designated time. Guess what, nobody else
showed up except me! In their defense, I was
the only one who couldn’t get through the
mid sem practicals. Embarrassing isn’t it?!

The professor adjusted the rim of his glasses
as he showed me some of the basic
dissections(which we had practiced earlier)
on the cadaver lying on the dissection table.

The professor said something which 1
couldn't hear. It seemed more of a mime to
me. I requested, “Sir, could u please repeat
yourself”. He cleared his voice expressing
slight disapproval at my request, “Continue




Unexplained Experiences

Page 47

practicing I will be back in about thirty
minutes”. I nodded and replied, “Thank
you sir”. The professor left the dissection
lab. I struggled to trace the tendon of
flexor hallucis longus. The lights flickered
for a fraction of a second. “Oh a student so
early this morning. What a delight!”. I
turned around! A guard wearing the usual
black and blue uniform was sitting on the
plastic chair by the glass door. Wrinkles,
though not very prominent, had marked
his cheeks and forehead. The underneath
of his eyes was swollen, so may be in his
late fifties or early sixties. I don’t
remember seeing a guard this morning
near the glass door. As a matter of fact, I
had never seen him before. Did the college
authorities change the previous guard?!
Although he didn’t seem to be a fake one,
he had a name written on his badge which
is indeed of our college. It read “Prashanta
Das” I spoke, “Hello mister”. “Hello child,”
he said, offering back his share of
courtesy.

“I like your dedication at doing the
dissection”. I replied, “Yes my mind is fully
devoted but my hands aren’t”. He laughed,
“It takes time, child. Some pick the
technique up fast while some take their
time. I have seen so many hands do it
before!”. I scrunched my eyebrows, “But I
have never seen you here before. How
could you have seen others do it?” He
laughed, “You are new in this college, just
a first year student. How can you know
me? I have been here a million times
before but this is the first time you see
me.” I nodded while trying to get my
scalpel to slice the tendon as smoothly as

I could. T got it wrong. “It hurts, you
know.” I exclaimed, “What?!”. He
answered,”Well the cadaver I was speaking
of”. A faint shadow of confusion traced my
features. I tried again but the tendon just
wouldn’t budge. “Holy mother of god! Why
is this so difficult? Why cannot I get it
right”, I murmured, flicking my braid away
from my neck. I felt his

eyes on my hands trying to dissect. I
snapped, “Could you stop staring at my
failure please?”

He said, “I can offer you some advice on
this.” T thought how can he help me with
this? “You must be thinking, how do I know
about dissections! Hmmmm, I might not
know latin names well enough but I have
watched a thousand kids stand at this exact
table. You have to fight the body.” 1
chuckled,”How do I fight a cadaver?” “Well,
Beti, for that you have to hack at it! Put the
sharp edge away. Use the blunt end of the
tweezers and just tease the yellow fat apart.
The strings you're looking for will just
appear.”

I tried the technique Surprisingly it
worked. T smiled, “You were right uncle! It
did work”. The old guard offered a withered
smile, “A cadaver ain’t that hard to
understand,beta. Everyone comes in here
thinking the departed are something to
fear,something to conquer. But they are the
most patient of all teachers.” The pale dawn
light fell upon the dust motes dancing in the
cold air between them. I was deeply touched
by his words. The overwhelming chill of the
hall suddenly felt different as he spoke,
“Think of what they endure! They lie in the
cold, day after day long after their own
stories have ended. They take every clumsy
slice, every panicked cut without any
hesitation. Most of all, they give away their
deepest secrets just so the budding doctors
can walk out of this hall and save the
breathing ones.”

I couldn’t say anything in return for his
words. I was captivated by his presence. The
bells ringing outside snapped me out of my
thoughts. More students from the first year
batch walked in. “Did you master it?”
Sharanya asked. I was still smiling, “Yep i
did and guess who helped me, The guard
uncle sitting by the door” Sharanya looked
confused,”Whom are you talking about?
There is no guard by the door, in fact he has
taken a leave as I heard from one of the floor
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didis!” I said, “You mustn’t have noticed he
is new”. Sharanya asked, “Are you fine,
anu? Did the dissection take a toll on you?
You were standing alone in the room
staring at that empty chair when I entered”.

I felt the ground disappear from beneath
my feet. I looked at the name of the cadaver

lying in front of me on the table. ‘Prashanta
Das. Age:59 years.Cause of death: Heart
attack’. A chill ran down my spine. I stood
frozen. Was the man on the chair just a
fragment of my mind helping me cope with
the dissection difficulties or was it
something I had interacted with which was
beyond explanation. Would anyone even
believe me?

[llustration: Pinterest




Check for answers just after Chitrography

THE WITTY
CORNER

Brevity is the secret of our energy

Slow and steady won't just do for Think you are witty? Try
us. We take your wits seriously solving these absolutely
here!So why wait till your wit's end? maddening, logic defying good ol
Make your little grey cells fire up to riddles,curated to boggle up your

solove these ﬁnely curated literary and medical minds.
bamboozling good ol riddles. But I

must say , tread lightly’ fOT these I.LA great scientist, if he loved camping without
riddles are quite unforgiving. 'p'ecing and was fond of looking at 'strangers' passing

Answersfor borderline heresy are by would be called?( Hint : In real life he was an

provided at the last page of our
magazine.

Let us know how many Oftheseﬁne 2.What do you call a dinosaur who is extremely adept
at collecting words and can provide you with many -

author and a great philosopher, not a scientist)

nuts you could crack on your own!

3.If Balraj was a good father , he would
definately not make Samay a what?
(Hint : It's a book which has had a
@ major movie adaptation.)

-—UJ 4.What do you call a symposium of
I-—wa, neurons?

“Little lower... Thaaat’s it. Right there. Ahhh...”

Disclaimer : No Al was harmed in the making of these trippy but definitely not tipsy riddles.
- Hence we would be much obliged if you could refrain from using Al as much as possible.
Because Humari Brain power Al se kam he ke?



W% gt - _ ,r .wmm
R e T R e e g
Wy, | SN @ oo =l = (I SR= § o= el fe= 004 ] 3

A

MYTHS

. m _
.W U 8 § ?
Sm Sm S w__.;;___::M_L .:_______ ;
2 5 A , :
@ o L] N S Y ______m_u_ m 2
H = H EgRS | Vil _____.,_.1 :
i : SO ¢ss iy
,.w E A ._.M ...Hrm.U ﬁﬁ | M
Y = @ =S h
| : ] | &% ]
- (] E= =t
M = H v 3 S i
. -
W —

4 % SR R T - Zaall _ Rl e A
T T By Nk it ,mn — ¢l e o % 0 9

il S z 5 ¥



A JOURNEY INTO THE
AFTERLIFE

WHERE THE SUN DIES EACH NIGHT

To understand the gods of ancient Egypt it helps to
look at the universe before the gods ever existed.
Before there were temples for them, pyramids for
their kings, prayers written in hieroglyphs, the
Egyptians had imagined a world without form or
order. There was but Nun, the infinite primaeval
waters. This dark and formless universe was the
origin of the world. The several Egyptian religious
centres each had their own version of the creation of
the world. Each of these centres had its own story of
how the world was created out of the waters of Nun.
But some elements of this creation myth were
common to all the ancient Egyptians: the belief that
an ordered world arose out of chaos, and that this
order was precious to the gods and their creations.

In the Heliopolitan creation story, the creator god
Atum is said to have emerged from the primaeval
waters. From Atum came Shu, the god of air, and
Tefnut, the goddess of moisture. Shu and Tefnut were
the parents of Geb, God of the earth, and Nut, goddess
of the sky. Nut arched over Geb, and Shu was
between them. In this tender view of the universe, it
was a family, each generation adding another part to
the universe. Osiris, Isis, Seth and Nephthys were the
four most important gods of Egyptian mythology.
They were born out of Geb and Nut. And so began
one of the most persistent myths in human history.

| i —B <
il”{ 124 Y '
= 23 7

@ =
1133,- Tf L
;E’ ._ Dl
il :_.":5‘-‘_;{-
= ffl
7 e
2 =1y
= vl
£l =
By 4
> &)

Of these four gods, the most worshipped was Osiris. He
was the god of the dead, fertility and kingship. Osiris was
king of Egypt. He brought order and prosperity to the
land. His wife was Isis, the goddess of magic, mothering
and protection. Isis was dedicated to Osiris. Seth, brother
of Osiris, was the god of the desert, storms, violence and
chaos. Osiris lived in the fertile land of Egypt and Seth
lived in the desert. The clash of the two brothers,
however, was more than a clash of gods. It was the
duality of Egypt. Osiris was life and order. Seth was
death and chaos.

The best known version of the Osiris story is the one
where Seth, out of jealousy of his brother, schemes
against him. He had a large box (the "chest") made to the
size and shape of his brother exactly for the intent of this
treachery. Then he gathered all the gods to a great
assembly and declared that he would give the chest to
anyone who could fit into it exactly. One by one each
guest tried to enter the chest but laughed when they
realised they were either too big or too small. But when
Osiris was in the chest, Seth and those who conspired
with him slammed the lid down on it and tied it up and
threw it into the Nile. Now, too, the Nile River, with its
life-giving waters, was taking away its king.
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Isis, wife of Osiris, could not believe that her husband
was really gone. She journeyed through the lands to
find him, following every rumour that might lead her
to his body. After a while Isis found the chest that
held Osiris, and brought it back to herself. Still Seth
didn't want to bring his brother back from the dead.
Again, Seth took the body of Osiris and cut it up into
pieces, and scattered the pieces of his brother’s body
all over Egypt. Then followed perhaps Isis' greatest
act of devotion. With the help of her sister Nephthys
and of many other divine powers Isis searched for
and gathered the pieces of her husband's body. With
magic powers she restored Osiris to as lively a state as
death would permit.

Osiris could not return to the world of the living for
good, but he was not destroyed either. Instead, he
became king of the underworld. His own fate became
a model of what Egyptians hoped would happen to
them after death: life could continue in another form
beyond the grave. Osiris was no longer a king of the
living, but became the divine king of those who had
passed into the next world. Death, in this sense, was
not necessarily an end. It was a passage into another
existence.

But there was still one part of Osiris's story that was
incomplete. Isis had a son, Horus, who had come into
a world where his father was dead and his
inheritance stolen. Isis kept him and brought him up
away from Seth, using her magic to protect the child
until he was old enough to defend his father’s claim.
One of the most durable images in Egyptian art, the
image of Isis with the infant Horus, stood for more
than motherhood, it stood for the protection of the
future king.

Finally, Horus grew up and faced Seth. Their fight
turned into a lengthy battle for the throne of Egypt.
Their rivalry is chronicled in many ancient traditions,
and the episodes are often as strange as they are violent.
Before the other gods, who have to decide who is the
rightful ruler, the two gods fight, deceive and compete.
During the course of the conflict Horus loses an eye,
which is later restored and becomes the famous “Eye of
Horus,” a symbol of healing and protection. The fight
goes on, for the real question is not which god is
stronger. It is whether the power should belong to him
who took it by force, or to the rightful heir of the dead
king.

Eventually Horus makes his claim to the throne, with
Osiris remaining as ruler of the dead. This division
between the two gods was closely related to Egyptian
kingship. The living pharaoh was identified with Horus
and a dead king was identified with Osiris. Hence
kingship itself was of a sacred character. The pharaoh's
job was not just to rule Egypt but to maintain the order
of the world, to maintain a balance between the divine
and human realms.

The cosmic order was personified as Ma'at, one of the
most important concepts in Egyptian religion. The word
is usually translated as truth, justice, balance, harmony
and right order, though none of these translations really
do the word justice. The Egyptians believed that the
universe had a proper way it should function. The sun
must shine, the Nile must feed the land, rulers must rule
with justice, rituals must be performed and the dead
must be cared for properly. This order was opposed by
the forces of disorder, often identified with Isfet. Chaos
was not conceived of as a far-off foe who had been
vanquished for all time. It was always there, poised to
upset the world’s balance.
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This idea is especially clear in mythology of Ra, the
great sun god. During the day, Ra sailed across the sky
in his solar barque, bringing light and warmth to the
world. But when the sun went under and the night
came, his journey was not ended. Ra travelled
through the darkness of the Underworld, met the
Dead and the dangerous monsters who lived in that
realm. One of his worst foes was Apophis, the giant
serpent of chaos. Apophis would try to stop the sun
from finishing its journey and rising again. Ra had to
struggle with it every night, and every morning the
fact of his return was another victory for order.

The Egyptians saw this cycle of death and rebirth in
nature all around them. The Nile flooded and
withdrew. The seed
went down and came
back up as a crop.
Every day the

sun went down.
Every day it came up
again. Even the
scarab beetle became
a symbol of renewal.
The god Khepri
was depicted as a
scarab and
associated with the
rising sun and
transformation. Life,
for the Egyptians, did
not follow a straight
path from birth to
death but was full

of cycles of
disappearance and
return.

The gods themselves reflected this complex view of
existence. Hathor was associated with motherhood,
love, music, joy and beauty, but she could also have a
fierce and destructive side. This aspect was
represented by the lioness goddess of war,
destruction and divine fury, Sekhmet. One story is
that mankind once rebelled against Ra. The ageing
sun god, angry with their disobedience, sent Sekhmet
to punish them. She did her job with such ferocity
that Ra eventually feared she would destroy
humanity entirely. The gods made the land run with
beer dyed red, like blood, to stop her. Sekhmet drank
it, thinking it was the blood of her victims, and got
drunk and ended her attack.

Egyptian mythology was not always serious as this story
reveals. The gods may be terrifying, but they can also be
strange, funny and very flawed. They fought with each
other; they lied to each other and sometimes they
created problems that other gods had to solve. So, they
were not entirely alien to the humans that worshipped
them. They were the personification of natural forces
and cosmic principles, but also the personification of
emotions of jealousy, grief, love, anger and ambition.

There were many other gods in the Egyptian religious
world, and each had its own associations. Thoth is
associated with writing, knowledge and wisdom and is
often shown with the head of an ibis. Anubis was usually
depicted as a figure with a jackal head and was strongly

. . associated with
embalming and the
protection of the
dead. Bastet was
associated with cats
and protection.
Sobek, the crocodile
god, was associated
with strength and the
Nile and fertility. Ptah,
particularly important
at Memphis, was a
god of creation and
craftsmanship. Amun
was originally an
important god of
Thebes but later
became enormously
prominent and was
associated with Ra as
Amun-Ra. The
significance of these shifting relationships is because
Egyptian mythology was never a fixed system. Cities had
different religious traditions; gods rose and fell in
importance over time; gods could absorb aspects of each
other.

But in Egyptian religion there is a huge variety. But there
is the same question over and over again: what happens
when a human being dies?

To the Egyptians, death was not just the destruction of
the body. Rituals, offerings, protection and preparation
for the journey beyond life were required for the dead.
Bodies were carefully preserved by mummification and
tombs were crammed with objects, images and
inscriptions intended to enable the dead to survive in the
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afterlife. The collection of funerary spells that we now
call the Book of the Dead was not a single book, but a
body of texts intended to guide and protect the dead
through the dangers they might face after death.

The afterlife journey was not always an easy one.
They could come across gates guarded by
supernatural beings and they had to know the right
words and names to get through. But the journey
eventually culminated in one of the most famous
scenes in Egyptian religious art, the judgement of the
dead.

The dead were brought before a divine court, where
Anubis presided over a set of scales. The heart of the
person was on one side of the scale. The feather of
Ma’at was on the other. The heart had a meaning
beyond the physical organ. It was closely bound up
with the person’s character and inner life. Osiris was
king of the dead and this is recorded by the divine
scribe Thoth. Nearby waited Ammit, a monster with
the head of a crocodile, the body of a lion and the
hindquarters of a hippopotamus. If the heart failed
the test, Ammit would eat it and the deceased would
not be able to continue into the blessed afterlife.

The symbolism of this scene is beautiful. Egypt was a
civilisation of wvast wealth, powerful kings and
gigantic monuments. But even the mighty had to face
the scales after death. No treasure would lighten the
heart. No title could do it justice. The dead had to be
worthy according to the principles of Ma’at.

Those who passed judgement could move on to a
blessed afterlife, often thought of to be the Field of
Reeds. It was often not a completely unknown

paradise, but an idealised version of Egypt itself, a land
of fertile fields, water, sunlight and abundance. The
things that made life on earth worth living were going to
continue but only without the pain and the uncertainty
that went with them.

This belief accounts for the extraordinary care the
Egyptians took in preparing the dead. Mummification
preserved the body, but the body was not sufficient. The
dead, too, required a name, offerings, prayers and
remembrance. Tombs were decorated with scenes of
food, family, work, animals and daily life to make an
eternal record of the person who had died. The person
may have gone, but a name cut in stone might last a long
time and offerings could continue to link the dead with
the living.

Therefore, we should not think of the pyramids as
simple huge graves. These were part of much larger
funerary complexes, intended to perpetuate the
presence of the dead king in the afterlife. Size,
permanence and decoration all mirrored the Egyptian
desire to preserve kingship and identity in death. In a
civilisation so obsessed with the afterlife, memory itself
became survival.

But Egyptian mythology was never frozen during the
era of the pyramids. The religion of the civilisation was
in constant flux and lasted for thousands of years. Gods
who were mighty in one era could become less
important in another, while local deities could move to
the national stage. The growth of Thebes, for example,
contributed to the increasing prominence of Amun. New
religious connections and interpretations were brought
in by later Greek and Roman influence. The Egypt of the
great pyramids was thousands of years away from the
Egypt of Cleopatra. So, it is more accurate to think of
Egyptian mythology as a long, changing tradition, rather
than one unchanging set of beliefs.
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Finally, the temples declined in influence, the ancient
rituals waned, and the language of hieroglyphs was
no longer commonplace. The gods, once part of every
aspect of life, were slowly transformed from objects
of worship into figures of history and mythology. But
. their stories continued. They went on living, on
temple walls, in tombs, on papyri, in the memories of
later generations who still encountered them.

Perhaps that endurance shows what was most
important about Egyptian mythology. The Egyptians
were certainly interested in death, but they were
equally interested in continuity. They wanted their
names to live, their memories to live, their place in
the cosmic order to live beyond the limits of a single
life. The assumption of the kingship of the dead by
Osiris, the determination of Isis to recover what was
lost, Horus's struggle to recover his patrimony, Ra's
passage through darkness at night-all express, in
-different ways, the same desire to believe that
endings need notbe final.

Maybe that is why we are still drawn to these tales.
The animal-headed gods, the divine boats, the giant
- serpent of chaos and complicated journey into the
“afterlife might be from a world far removed from
ours, but the emotions inside them are not unfamiliar.
Egyptian mythology speaks of the jealousy of
brothers, the devotion of husband and wife, the
protectiveness of a mother, the anxiety of losing
power and the fear of being forgotten. The gods
might have presided over the heavens and the
underworld, but their stories were constructed
around the problems that human beings have borne
with them down the ages.

The Nile still flows through the very heart of Egypt and
the sun still shines in the same sky that inspired
generations of priests, poets and kings. We don't need Ra
to explain the return of daylight anymore, or Osiris to
explain what happens after death; our understanding of
the universe has changed. But the old stories are useful
in another way. They teach us how one of the world's
great civilisations attempted to find meaning in
existence, when the boundaries of nature, religion,
kingship and death were not separate things, but parts of
one immense order.

The Egyptians looked around them at the world and saw
the gods in it. They saw creation coming out of Nun, the
sky arching as Nut, the earth personified in Geb and the
sun making its daily journey through light and darkness.
To them, death did not mean total obliteration, but a
transition to another world, where Osiris reigned, and
where the dead would have to justify the lives, they had
lived. In these stories they named and personified forces
that could not otherwise be understood.

Thousands of years later the temples are broken, the
kings are gone, and many of the rituals are silent. But the
myth lives on. We still know the names of Osiris and Isis,
of Horus and Seth, of Ra and Anubis. We still recognise
the image of the weighing scales and the feather of Ma’at.
We still look at the pyramids and wonder what the
builders’ thought was waiting for them after death.
Perhaps that was as close as the Egyptians ever came to
immortality. They could not stop it, nor could they stop
death, but they made stories that could outlive both.
Their gods passed out of the temples into history; out of
prayers into books; passed out of the old walls into the
imagination of people thousands of years later.

The world they knew is no longer recognisable, but the stories are not entirely gone. They have just embarked on
another journey - from the Nile, through stone and papyrus, through centuries of silence, to reach us at last.
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Nearly 6 years, Mirroring

Human Development

3D cell culture models of human brain tissue, known as organoids,
can express features of later-stage brain development. This
breakthrough could turn previously unattainable, long-term
benchtop studies of neurodevelopmental disorders into a reality.

While animal models replicate some key features of human brain :;.
development, they are not ideal for studying a process that naturally —’
occurs over nearly two decades. Since it is often not feasible to directly 2
examine this process in humans at a cellular level, researchers have sought

to build realistic organoids as alternatives.

In this study, they detected the emergence and maturation of neurons and their
supporting glial cells, with many milestones, including signatures of postnatal
development, occurring at the same cadence they would naturally in the human
brain. Neurons also exhibited firing electrical signals that the organoids sustained
for at least two years. The authors specifically grew tissue in a fluid that supported
this activity, which they suspect was key to their organoids' neuronal longevity.

PUSHING THE MODEL FURTHER

The findings expand on what
scientists previously thought was
possible for organoids to accomplish
and, moving forward, the authors
intend to continue pushing the

boundaries. Future research could
build on this study by aiming to add
anatomical complexity to these
organoids, simulate developmental
disorders or test experimental
interventions.
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; A Rare Gene May Protect The Brain
From Alzheimer’s And Aging

=% People who carry the APOE2 form of the apolipoprotein E gene tend
A"jmm:?:f to live longer and have a lower risk of Alzheimer's disease. Scientists
b T e

b |y have known about that advantage for years, but the biological reason
. ey . . .
/¥ G ﬁﬁ behind it has remained unclear.

¥

e

i~ However, a new study from the Buck Institute for Research on Aging,
;f: published in Aging Cell, suggests that APOE2 helps neurons protect their
y DNA and avoid senescence. The results point to a role for APOE that goes
beyond its familiar involvement in cholesterol transport. They suggest that
different versions of the gene may also influence how well brain cells
preserve and repair their genetic material over time.

WHAT IS THE APOE GENE?

APOE exists in three common forms, APOE2, APOE3, and APOE4. APOE4 is the strongest

known genetic risk factor for late-onset Alzheimer's disease (typically after age 65). APOE2, by
contrast, has repeatedly been linked in population studies to longer life and a reduced risk of
dementia. The researchers found that APOE2 neurons accumulated less damage to their DNA.

APOE2 PROTEIN MAY TRANSFER SOME PROTECTION

The researchers also tested whether APOE?2's protective effect could benefit
neurons that carried APOE4.

When they added recombinant APOE2 protein to APOE4 neurons, the cells
showed reduced DNA damage signaling after radiation exposure. The
result offers an early indication that at least part of APOE2's protective
effect may be transferable rather than being limited to people born with
the gene variant.

FUTURE TREATMENTS INSPIRED BY APOE2

The researchers say they still do not know exactly
how APOE?2 stabilizes the nuclear envelope and
strengthens DNA repair. Future work will
investigate whether APOE2-mimetic compounds
or targeted DNA repair treatments can provide
similar protection in people with APOE4, the
group with the highest genetic risk for
Alzheimer's disease.






A Kyle Balda Film
In Cinemas May 8, 2026
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7

"If there's one sécret to happiness in my liF@;-j,i's taking

care of the?u'n(lcsl creatures on Earth, sheep!"

PRODUCEDBY WRITTEN BY
Lindsay Doran, i Bevan, Cl“dig’ Mazin
{ >
Eric Fellng

BASED ON - 4 MUSIC BY 4 i DISTRIBUTED BY
Three Bags Full by Leonie A \MGM Studios (US), Sony
Pictures
Releasing International

CAST

Hugh Jackman as George Hardy, Nicholas Braun as Tim Derry, Nicholas Galitzine as Elliot Matthews, Molly Gordon as
Rebecca Hampstead, Emma Thompson as Lydia Harbottle, Hong Chau as Beth Pennock + Voices: Julia Louis-Dreyfus as
Lily, Bryan Cranston as Sebastian, Chris O'Dowd as Mopple, Patrick Stewart as Sir Richfield, Regina Hall as Cloud, Bella

Ramsey as Zora, Brett Goldstein as Ronnie /Reggie



ii] “'!; - “Every time something
’ B 4 Bnt Bm happens with this case,
there they are”

The kind shepherd of Denbrook is dead. But who could have killed him?
Not only is the town detective, Tim, determined to solve the mystery, the sheep themselves are
ready to take matters into their own hooves and bring justice to their beloved shepherd, George.

Led by the smartest of the flock, Lily, along with her loyal friend Mopple and the wise
Sebastian, the trio ventures beyond the familiar pastures of Denbrook, following clues and
narrowing down the suspects. The Pastor, the Butcher, or perhaps his daughter—who could
possibly be the killer?

Armed with nothing but the detective stories they once heard from their shepherd, the three set
out to uncover the truth. Even the Winter Lamb finds its place in this peculiar mystery, adding
another delightful layer to the story.

From fairy-tale-like descriptions of the church to sheep imagining themselves as clouds, the film
is brimming with wit and wonderfully absurd humour, balanced perfectly with moments of

genuine grief and tenderness.

A heartwarming tale of solidarity, wisdom and surprisingly sharp detective work, this is a
mystery that may leave you laughing one moment and reaching for a tissue the next.

WRITTEN BY 8. 6. 8 & 46/5

Asmita Modak A heartfelt, clever,
Batch 2023-24 and moving mystery

VERDICT
WITTY, ABSURD, TENDER — THE WOOLLY WHODUNIT OF THE YEAR



AMMARAPAN 2

In Cinemas Aug 14, 2026

Shivam Pandit returns: darker, deeper,
and drenched in nostalgia

When “Toh Phir Aao’plays, it feels like

being transported straight back to an era that

made us fall in love with Bollywood.

RUNTIME

2h 20m




ii] “'!; - “Every time something
’ B 4 Bnt Bm happens with this case,
there they are”

Awarapan 2 is a visual treat, especially for fans of Emraan Hashmi. The film ventures into a darker space this time,
yel manages to retain the nostalgia associated with seeing Emraan as Shivam Pandit. What works particularly well is
the way the film revisits memories from the first instalment, using them at the right moments without making the
callbacks feel forced.

The makers also deserve credit for handling the original music with care. Instead of unnecessarily tampering with
what made the first film so memorable, Awarapan 2 lets its iconic songs speak for themselves. When “Toh Phir Aao’
and ‘Tera Mera Rishta’ play in the background, it feels like being transported straight back to an era that made so
many of us fall in love with Bollywood.

Emraan Hashmi, as always, commands the screen with a restrained and emotionally charged performance. He
engages the audience without slipping into overacting, once again proving how effective he can be when a character
demands quiet intensity. Puran Gabbi delivers an exceptional perormance as the antagonist, bringing remarkable
intensity and conviction to the role. Disha Patani delivers a good performance and holds her own, although the
chemistry between the two could have been stronger and more deeply explored.

Shabana Azmi is another performer who could have been utilised better. Her character carries potential, but the
screenplay doesn’t extract enough from it. The middle portion also feels slightly stretched, with a few subplots that
could have been trimmed to make the narrative more streamlined.

In an era where sequels rarely manage to capture the substance and soul of their predecessors, Awarapan 2 deserves
credit for preserving enough of that old Awarapan feeling to make the 19-year wait feel worthwhile. It cannot
completely recreate the rawness and emotional impact of the original—and perhaps it was never going to—but it
understands the nostalgia, respects the legacy, and gives fans enough of that familiar melancholy to make the journey
back worthwhile.

N 1. 0. 0.0 0

Sibabrata Nag 3.9/5 Recommended
Batch 2023-24

VERDICT
A NOSTALGIC, BROODING RETURN THAT RESPECTS ITS LEGACY.
EMRAAN HASHMI SHINES IN A DARKER, SOULFUL SEQUEL.
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THIS IS HOW
YOU LOSE THE
TIMEWAR

by Amal EI-Mohtar and Max Gladstone

AMAL EL-MOHTAR

ime War

zll(}

BOOK REVIEW BY :
ADRIJA MANDAL (2022-23)



This is how you Losc
the Time War

by Amal IJl-Mohtar and Max Gladstone

Two worlds at war. Agents who mould time. And an unusual,
deadly friendship between enemies. '

Red belongs to the Agency, a heavily technological, post-human
future society, while Blue works for Garden, a single vast
consciousness embedded in all organic matter. They move
through time, altering civilizations and warping the future in an
endless war to outmaneuver one another. And yet, though they
have never seen each other, they begin leaving letters in the
aftermath of their battles, which is treason. But what happens
when your foe becomes your only confidant? Do you kill them
still? Or do you betray your Command? Or maybe both?

This is how you lose the time war is a strange, lyrical masterpiece
where the entire story unfolds through letters. Every letter is a
little act of defiance, a secret passed between enemies, and
eventually a confession. Its prose is achingly surreal, the kind e
that makes you stop reading just to stare at the wall for a while.

This book is a reminder that being born on the opposite side of a
border does not necessarily make us enemies. When we unlearn
the hatred we have been taught and begin to see each other as
people rather than weapons, something beautiful tan emerge
from the space between us.
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Money, money, money... who doesn’t love money?
y ey y y

Whether we admit it or not, most of us work for money. Of
course, job satisfaction, purpose and work-life balance
matter too—but eventually, financial security becomes an
important part of life.

As medical professionals, most of us will eventually have
some source of income. It may begin with an internship
stipend and later come from residency, a hospital job,

=

private practice, a clinic, a business, or even freelance work.

The excitement of receiving our first income is something
everyone should enjoy. But along with enjoying the present,

10ng—term financial planning is equally important.

'3, Investment and Stock Market
Trading for Medicos

We often say YOLO — You Only Live Once. But what if you
live for 100 or 150 years? God knows! We should also think

about how we are going to financially support ourselves during
the later years of our lives.

So, before talking about stocks and investments, there are a few
things that should ideally be taken care of once we start earning.

First Things First

I. Emergency Fund

An emergency fund is money kept aside specifically for
unexpected situations.

The amount can range from a few thousand rupees to several
lakhs, depending on your income, expenses and family
responsibilities. Tt should be kept somewhere easily accessible,

such as a separate savings account or a suitable liquid/flexi

deposit.



The important rule: don't use your emergency
fund for non-emergencies.

You don't want to sell your investments at the
worst possible time simply because you suddenly
need money.

I1. Health Insurance

Being from a medical background, we all know
how expensive a medical emergency can become.
A single hospitalization can easily run into lakhs
of rupees.

And unfortunately, no hospital is going to
provide the entire treatment for free. Yes, your
fellow doctor might give you a concession on

fees—but  the bill,

investigations, medicines and other expenses still

hospital

consultation

remain.

II1. Life Insurance

Life insurance becomes particularly important
when other people are financially dependent on
you.

If you are the sole or major earning member of

your family, your death can create a significant
financial burden for your dependents. A suitable
life-insurance po]icy can provide financial
support to them in such a sicuation.

For most young ecarners, the purpose of life
insurance financial

should  primarily  be

protection, rather than treating insurance as an

investment.

Therefore, health insurance deserves serious
consideration.

Before buying a policy, don't just look at the
premium. Read the terms and conditions
carefully—cashless facilities, room-rent limits,
exclusions, day-care

periods,

procedures, consumables and other conditions

Waiting
can make a significant difference.

Starting early can also be advantageous because
premiums are generally lower at younger ages
and may increase with age and certain health or

1ifestyle factors (smoking/ drinking).




The basic purpose of investing is simple:

Let your money grow while you continue
focusing on your main profession.

The goal is to gradually build a financial corpus
over many years rather than trying to make quick
money. There are many investment avenues, but
no single investment is suitable for everyone.
Some have higher potential returns but also
higher risk, while some offer
greater stability but lower
growth. Some investments
may even fail to keep pace
with inflation over long
periods. (money loses value
throughout year if kept in

those assets)

Let's look at some common
options.

Savings Account

Strictly speaking, a normal
savings account should not
be considered an
investment for long-term
wealth creation.

It is useful for money

required for day-to-day expenses and immediate
liquidity. But with interest rates(3%) often lower
than inflation(5-6%), keeping all your long-term
savings in a savings account can gradually reduce
your purchasing power.

Keep your spending money here—not your
investment.

Now Comes the Interesting Part — Investing

Fixed Deposits

The good old Fixed Deposit—probably one of
the most popular investment choices among
Indians.

FDs provide relatively predictable returns and
are casy to understand. They can also be broken
prematurely when money is urgently

required, subject to the
bank's terms and penalties.

However, the returns may
not provide significant real
growth after considering
inflation and  taxation,
particularly for people in

higher tax brackets.

Hopefully, one day all of
us reach the highest 42%
tax slab.

(Sarcasm intended.)

Gold, Silver and Other

Commodities

Gold,

nickel, aluminium...

silver,

copper,

Chemistry class?

No. These can also be traded or invested in.

Gold has traditionally been used as a store
value and can provide diversification to
investment portfolio. However, commo
such as silver and other metals can expe
significant  price  fluctuations and
movements can be difficult to predict.
recently got highlighted as its price dou
klessly st

within a year and
investing in Silver M



A sudden rise in the price of a commodity doesn't necessarily mean that it will continue rising
at the same rate.
Past performance is not a guarantee of future returns.

Real Estate
Plots, flats, houses...
As most of us are still students, discussing real estate in detail may result in someone asking:

“First show me where the money is coming from!”

So let's keep that topic for another day.

Now we come to one of the most popular investment options today. Based on popularity it

should be kept at top.
Everyone seems to be doing SIPs.

But how do you choose the “best” mutual fund?

Simple.

Look at the fund that gave the highest returns over the previous 1, 3 or 5 years and invest in
that one.

Sounds easy, right?

Don't do that.

Past performance does not guarantee future performance. This is exactly why mutual-fund
advertisements carry that small disclaimer that most of us ignore.

Mutual funds come in many categories, with different objectives and levels of risk. Equity
mutual funds, for example, invest in stocks and therefore are subject to market fluctuations.
The basic advantage is that your money is managed and diversified across multiple securities
by a professional fund manager, depending on the type of fund.

For someone who doesn't have the time or interest to study individual companies, mutual
funds can be a relatively simple way to participate in the market.

But remember:

SIP is a method of investing, not a guarantee of profit.

The assumption taken is equity market is going to grow at same rate as in past, which can be
true or can’t be. Nobody knows. (Indian market have given almost zero returns in last 2 year,
whereas who invested in Japan Mutual Funds, have given zero return in 30 years, then almost
doubled the money in last 2 year)



Mutual funds allow you to hand over the
selection and management of individual stocks to

a professional fund manager.

With direct stock investing, you are the fund

manager.

And that changes everything.

There are thousands of
companies listed on Indian
stock exchanges. To make
informed investment
decisions, you mneed to
understand the company's
business, financial
performance, debr,
profitability, valuation and
future prospects.

Some investors also use
technical analysis to study
price and volume patterns.
And here lies a problem

for doctors:
Time.

We already have lectures,

wards, emergencies, exams,

approximately 17 other
simultaneously.

So is daily trading really practical for a medico?

Probably not for everyone.

Some investors therefore prefer
positional trading, where stocks are held for
weeks or months rather than bought and sold

multiple times a day.

patientsand

happening

swing or

Direct Stocks — Now Things Get Interesting

Imagine in last 2 year, overall Indian market
gave zero return, but out of 6000
companies, around 1300 companies given
more than 20% return (you can search
detailed information by using tickertape or
chartink, very popular site). It is not at all
very difficult to identify good stocks; there

are many filters in -tickertape to screen

stocks. Have to select
fileers like who's doing
good  business  (cheir
EBIDA, quarter on quarter
profit/revenue is
increasing). After applying
filcer only 500 or 1000 best
companies would be left,
now selection of the best
stocks going to be easy.
There are many variations
of stock selection and each
has pros, cons.

So... What Should a
Medico Actually Do?

After all this discussion,
things may seem even more confusing.

Should I choose an FD?
Mutual fund?

Gold?

Stocks?

Real estate?

The answer is:

It doesn't have to be



There need to be Holistic approach (Just Like WHO health definition!)

First:
Build an emergency fund.

Then:
Get appropriate insurance.

After that, depending on your income, goals and risk tolerance, you can consider investing a
portion of your income through diversified options such as mutual funds, along with other
suitable assets.

For someone who prefers stability, FDs or recurring deposits may have a role.

For someone interested in equity and willing to spend time learning, direct stocks may be an
option.

Gold can also have a place as a diversifier.

The exact combination will be different for different people.

And yes, there are always those tempting investments promising unbelievable returns—crypro,
memecoins, NFTs and whatever the internet invents next.

If you choose to take such risks, remember one simple rule:

Never invest money that you cannot aﬁord to lOSC.

FINALLY...

As medical students, we spend years learning how to diagnose disease and manage patients. But
nobody really teaches us how to manage our own financial health.

You don't need to become a stock-market expert.

You don't need to track the market every day.

You don't need to find the next multibagger.

And you definitely don't need to follow every “stock tip” circulating in your WhatsApp group.
Start small. Learn continuously. Diversify.

Most importantly, don't let the pursuit of money interfere with the profession that earns
it.

After all, we entered medicine to treat patients—not to stare at candlestick charts during rounds.
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“SOMETIMES, ALL LIFE NEEDS IS
STILLNESS TC REVEAL ITS TRUE
REFLECTION.”
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SUPRIYO BANERJEE

HMSM GOVT
POLYTECHNIC

YEAR: 3RD

The Hands That Shape Heritage

Some stories are not written with ink; they are shaped by hand.

In the quiet rhythm of clay, an artisan carries a tradition far older than
himself. Every stroke of his brush, every curve of the vessel, reflects
patience, struggle, and generations of craftsmanship.

While the world moves forward, some hands remain devoted to preserving what
time refuses to forget.

A moment of work. A life of art. A heritage in every curve.
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"When the world loses its warmth, love finds a way to
hold on. A fragile soul cradling silence, reminding us that

the need for tenderness is as fundamental as breath itself. i
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"Amidst a world consumed by chaos, his eyes remain

fixed on the freedom he chose to pursue”

AYUSH DAS

COLLEGE: CALCUTTA NATIONAL MEDICAL COLLEGE
(CNMCO), KOLKATA

BATCH: 2024-25

COURSE: MBBS
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In a world full of distractions,Some choose the dream.

SUBHADEEP MALLICK
COLLEGE OF MEDICINE AND JNM KALYANI
BATCH IST YEAR

DARTPE LICMEDICO
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Brevity is the secret of our energy

Answers of Heresy!

1. Albert Camus -The Stranger

2. Thesaurus
3. God Father

4. Synapsosium
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“Bacon in moderation is fine, Mr. Gritsky,
but there’s no reason to go hog wild.”

Disclaimer : No Al was harmed in the making of these trippy but definitely not tipsy riddles.
- Hence we would be much obliged if you could refrain from using Al as much as possible.
Because Humari Brain power Al se kam he ke?






Hey! So this is Manami Mondal and I am new to the "Med Darpan" team. I've
always loved digital art and designing, so I am really happy and excited to
explore "Med Darpan" through the digital space. I am really looking forward to
learn along the way while creating something fun.
Hope you like this second edition of "Med Darpan"

WManawi MWoudal
Baleh 2023-24
f{ead of Creative Desigr ]

Clinical Compass is a collection of articles that will help you explore the world
of medicine beyond the textbook. From new information about common
diseases to cutting edge medical innovations... it has something for everyone.
Personally, it has been an absolute delight exploring new and unconventional
topics, and I'm sure every curious mind can relate!

Rnwlu'lszhongghkw
alch 2024-25
Clinical, Compoass

I’'m delighted to have contributed to our college magazine through a book
review. Reviewing this book gave me the chance to revisit the story and put
it into words what stood out to me as a reader, and perhaps encourages
someone else to pick it up and discover it for themselves.

Advja WMandal

Balon 2022-23
Book. Reviewer




Grateful to be a part of "Med Darpan" for making me feel so welcomed as a new
member. Also heartfelt thanks to the Magazine Committee for bringing
creativity and beauty to every page with such dedication. Here’s to many more
creative journeys ahead !!!

Ripsa Naskay

Baloh 2023 -24

Movies have always been an important part of my life. I love cinema—the

experience of watching a story unfold on the big screen, the emotions it leaves
behind, and, of course, the simple joy of being in a theatre. )
If T had to describe what cinema means to me through a cinematic quote, I would go
back to The Pursuit of Happyness: “This part of my life... this little part... is called
happiness.” And for me, cinema is certainly one of those little parts.
I enjoy watching and reviewing films, and I know I still have a lot to learn. Whatever
little understanding and perspective I have about films, I simply enjoy putting them
into words. So being given the opportunity to do that through our college magazine,
MedDarpan, is something I am genuinely grateful for..
feel truly humbled to be a part of MedDarpan and to have a small space where I can
share something I love. I hope the magazine continues to grow, finds its voice and
reaches greater heights.
A heartfelt thank you to my batchmate Neelanjan for giving me this opportunity to
express myself through the magazine and for trusting me with this space.
That’s all from me.

Long live BMC!

[ Sibabrala Nag

Balch 2025-24
Movie Reviewer

Working on the magazine was a wonderful and creative experience. It helped
me improve my skills. I truly enjoyed being part of the team and learned many
new things.

Auanya Haz'

B.Jo. ((wsing
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Supraline Roy

Balch 2023-24 )
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The very first magazine of our college, Med Darpan, and its been a pleasure to
be a part of it. Being on the Photography team, I was amazed to witness the
creativity and perspective of the kids reflected in their photographs.

Final year is truly demanding and yet to be a small part of this feels privileged.
Kudos to everyone for making the magazine success.

Shounak Dag

Baloh 2022-23

Jucdging Panel, of Pctography

Where can I even begin my obsession with literature? Every part, starting from
books, articles, reviews and movies, intrigues me. So thus, is my attempt to put
into words what I feel deeply when I watch or read. Ever so grateful for BMC to
give me this platform to share my thoughts and ideas on pieces that move me.

[ Aswila Podak
Baleh 2093-24
Movie Reviewer

My experience and thoughts on working on the magazine: I liked doing
however much I did; hope to do more in the future :)

.S'mqkalpw Paude

Baleh 2022-23




Letters to the Editor

Your Voice, Our Next Issue

We built this issue with diverse designs and fresh
perspectives, but the most important voice is
yours. Did a particular layout catch your eye? Is
there something we could do better?

Send us your thoughts, critiques, and
suggestions. The most insightful feedbacks will
be featured in our upcoming issue!

Share your thoughts at :
med26bmc.darpan@gmail.com

OR CONTACT :

Agnik Chatterjee (Editor-in-chief) | +91 9123736163
Meheli Pramanik (Co-ordinator) | +91 9832694691
Protyusha Mahanta (Bengali Chief Editor) | +91 9635193186
Neelanjan Chakraborty (Associate Editor) | +91 8093254446



Copyright Notice
© 2026 Burdwan Medical College Magazine Committee &

Burdwan Medical College and Hospital. All rights reserved.

The copyright in the original literary works, original artwork,
photographs, graphic designs, page layouts, editorial content,
and compilation contained in this publication remains jointly
vested in the Magazine Committee and the College Authority,

unless otherwise specified.

Individual contributors retain moral rights over their original
works. By submitting their work, contributors grant the
Magazine Committee and the College Authority a perpetual,
non-exclusive licence to publish, reproduce, archive,
distribute, and promote the work in print and digital formats
with due attribution.

Certain images, graphics, logos, and illustrations appearing in
this publication are reproduced under licence, with
permission, from public-domain sources, or under applicable
fair-use/fair-dealing provisions where relevant. Copyright in
such material remains with the respective copyright holders.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored,
transmitted, or redistributed without prior written permission
from the Magazine Committee and the College Authority.
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