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Waking up on a hot summer day in Ludhiana meant waking up to the constant
buzzing of the flies. Damini’s University was on a break and yet she was up by
8 in the morning. She fought the flies by kicking and slapping the air but the
flies—they always won—as they flew from her leg to her hand, and finally to
her face.
 
After she was done with her now ritualistic fight, she shifted to the chair by her
window to look around her neighborhood. She was vigilant. She pitied her
neighbors for their pathetic lives but enjoyed the chaos from afar. Most of
them were married young with kids that would scream, fight, and husbands
who couldn’t please at night. Amidst all that, she caught something out of the
ordinary; Nina aunty waiting alone on the footpath, eagerly. A little later a kali
peeli arrived, snowed with luggage. The door opened and Damini’s eyes
widened. Could it be! She thought. Her doubt was soon to be cleared by Nina 
 
 

UNAPOLOGETIC LUST

By Janesis Fernandes
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Aunty’s loud screech “Arjun, Mera Bachha!”
 
Arjun was Damini’s childhood friend who had proposed his love for her
before leaving for university at Bangalore. At that time, Damini politely
rejected him by saying—he was a year younger and that would mean a call for
disaster. Arjun however, didn’t take it well. He cried for days and stopped
talking to Damini. Nina Aunty took notice of this and wasn’t very happy about
it either. Unbothered, Damini went on with her life. But today, the tables were
to turn…
 
Damini ducked to get a better look at the spectacle below. He was taller, bigger
even. While she was still trying to make sense of the present, Arjun moved his
gaze up to her window. “Damini?” his hoarse voice snapped her out of her
daydream. She replied with a “Ha” before slamming her head into the bed.
She was blushing, uncontrollably. Unable to fathom her awkward behavior. He
was only Arjun she told herself, but Arjun was no longer the boy next door, he
was somebody else. Someone she never met. 
 
 
It was noon now, Damini had been on her bed all morning replaying the same
conversation in her head; each time thinking of an alternative response that
wasn’t bound to fail. As she fretted over her foolish response, her stomach
gurgled. She’d been inside for too long, skipping her morning breakfast.
Amma knocked her room door several times before she gave up. Defeated by
her hunger she decided to march to her kitchen in search of her mother’s
South Indian food.
 
As she walked out her room door, she was once again greeted by a familiar
voice as before, “Damini!” Arjun proclaimed. Before she could respond
anything, amma complains to Arjun, “Here comes the Queen—I’ve been
trying to get her out of her shed since morning Arjun, you don’t even know.”
Embarrassed, Damini runs back to her room shutting the door behind her.
“There she goes, now she’s upset!” Amma grumbled. 
 
Damini wasn’t upset she felt differently. Her face glowed red and she doubted
if her heart could pop right off her chest. This time she had a clearer glance of
what Arjun looked like; his hair was trimmed down like the military men, his
jaw looked carved, his smile—his braces paid off—she chuckled. He looked
older. His strength…she couldn’t even get started on that, she thought. He
looked strong enough to sweep her off her feet, strong enough to touch her,
strong enough to caress her, strong enough to kiss her stomach, her neck, and
finally her lips.
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A day after, Damini was trying out clothes to attend a wedding in the
evening. She tried multiple outfits till she settled for a solid maroon saree
that flattered her curves just right. Her blouse was black that cut deep right
in the middle; a subtle hint of sultry could never go wrong. 
 
For makeup, she lined her eyes with Kohl and tinted her lips with maroon.
Her navel was shown deliberately, she loved getting a reaction out of girls
her age and their mothers who’d all secretly envy the same for their
daughters but curse between each other.
 
Damini was accompanied by her amma at the wedding. It was the same old
crowd trying to impress the same old people, this wedding was just like
others…greetings, nods, smiles, and small talks. When Amma met more of
her acquaintances, Damini sneaked out to avoid the small talk. She found
herself outside the party hall which people were still entering after the
Phere. “Hey gorgeous” a voice called from behind. By now she was well
aware of the voice, the voice that made her body feel hysteria. “So you
ignored me twice” Arjun spoke again walking ahead facing her. Damini
hesitated, “I…” Before she could complete, Arjun pulled her arm to go on a
walk compulsively. They sneaked into a garden close by—completely
deserted by its usual visitors as it was night time. They ditched the benches
to sit on the grass. There wasn’t any exchange of words for long; there
wasn’t much to say…both felt the noise of silence.
 
 
They gazed at the stars, but Damini’s mind was stuck on Arjun. She wanted
him tonight, more than ever. Arjun began to confess shyly, “I know I liked
you but now…” he was instantly stopped by Damini’s lips pressed against
his. He pulled back in astonishment just to grab her into his arms seconds
later. They kissed like it was going to be their last time—like it was their
only chance. His hands ran all over her body as if it were freed from
shackles. She liked his touch, his hard hands on her soft body felt like love-
making itself. However, it wasn’t loving, it was lust. Unapologetic lust. She
pulled her saree up and sat on him. She felt his loin getting bigger under
her. He kissed her neck and she kissed his. He moved his head down her
body to lick her navel. He then unhooked her blouse. She was voluptuous
naturally, he thought. He rubbed his hands against her bosom. Feeling her
erect nipples eventually slipping his tongue around it. He licked it slowly
and then sucked on them until she moaned with pleasure. She couldn’t
care for anything else, all she wanted—was him.

www.delhipoetryslam.com

3



He moved his hands down her legs while sucking on her breasts. Tickling
her inner thigh would only get her wetter, he didn’t even have to be in her
to make her feel things. He moved his fingers even further around her
vagina, circling her vulva—he teased. She shrieked with pleasure. Her
pleasure turned him on more. He then lay her on the grass gently and
spread her legs apart, pulling her panties down he kissed her vulva. She
was in no control now, her body felt liberated. She loved it. He then started
licking her clit slowly, alternating between kisses and licks. He ate all her
fluids, he liked the taste of her. She moaned softly trying not to utter a
sound. He started licking her vigorously, she couldn’t be soft anymore. She
moaned out loud and came. He felt accomplished.
 
But it didn’t stop there, his way to pleasure only her made her want more.
She pushed him on the grass and unzipped his pants. She grabbed his
penis, stroking it for a bit. She sat on him—thrusting her hips on him. Up
and down she rubbed against him. His eyes were on her, unable to lose his
focus. He was fascinated. She bent to kiss him more while simultaneously
moving up and down. His hands run through her body feeling every curve.
All at once, she moved faster, up-down, up-down, up-down. She moved
even faster, determined. Both moaning loudly, feeling exhilarated. They
came at the same time. Exhausted—she got off and lay next to him. They
stared at the sky above which was hardly starry. Arjun spoke, “By the way,
to complete what I said before we could um…” They grinned at the thought
of what they’d done. Arjun completed, “but now I like you better” they
burst into laughter for they knew a new friendship was found.
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My nipples hardened to the likings
of black chickpeas.
Impatience were
in his eyes and mine,
our lips followed suit
kissing without punctuation.
 
He dipped a finger in my moist heat;
For the burning bush convinces 
Moses and men alike.
He moved his mouth down 
my mass of flesh and mountain
The thrill of his rolling tongue, oh,
softly parting the wetness.
 
Tremors of gasps and thunderous pleas
swelled up the air
Heavy moaning and dirtier grunts,

DECIBEL

By Reshma Joly
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coloured our movements.
And I erupted like Pompeii.
 
They say people sin by silence.
We did no such thing.
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THE OCEAN OF PLEASURE

By Laudeep Singh

Smell it,
before you lick it.
 
Let the smell 
of my deepest essence 
plunge through every aperture 
in your body.
 
Enlighten me,
have you ever smelled 
anything akin to this before?
 
Now lick it,
lick it as you mean it.
 
Whisk the deep-sea of gratification 
contained within me
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to receive
a spoonful of nectar.
 
Enlighten me,
have you ever tasted
anything akin to this before? 
 
From now on,
every time you pine
for a mouthful of nectar,
remember to smell it intensely
before you start to lick it.
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EVERYONE HAS

By Deonte Osayande

Liberating intercourse 
without shame, I've been 
trying to return home
 
to the money shot, 
my guilty pleasure, 
so many moons ago
& back then she let me be
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for our skin care routine for 
love making, facials & everyone 
has fetishes, most several 
 
& she was my first adult 
sexual partner, knowing 
what she was teaching me, 
 
about freedom, accepting 
oneself, but I wasn't her
first engagement, even
her second, & still she did it 
 
& enjoyed it because she loved 
me, until she didn't and then came 
hospital visits and imprisonments
 
then came the psych ward, & tickets,
& the guilt of making her do perverse 
 
things for me before I knew they were 
but those lasted so much shorter 
than the eternity I assured myself
was coming at such a young age.

www.delhipoetryslam.com

10



IN THE BLUE LIGHT

By Aishee Ghoshal

The yellow walled apartment is too small
yellow: what an awful colour
often smells of the rotten trash
forgotten in the morning rush
the itchy mattress lies bare
dirty sheets crumpled in the corner
 
One solitary candle burns on the windowsill
one tiny glass lamp paints the room blue
 
No trace of lace on my body
no silk or satin waiting to be unwrapped
no tunes playing softly 
singing of a love that is not ours
but in the blue light tonight
the mundane transforms into the magical

www.delhipoetryslam.com

11



Any lips against eager skin
perhaps would suffice
but the lips that spill stories in secret
your ear eagerly swallows
the tongue that traces novellas
 
You devour breathlessly;
now against your skin you find
tracing a love letter with words 
yet to be coined
 
It does more than distract
completely erases
the constant buzz of 'not-good-enoughs'
all of it suddenly ceases
 
Until all that is not right ceases to matter
all that matters is the way your nails
trace ancient, long lost sigils on his skin 
awakening something divine 
or depraved underneath
perhaps both simultaneously.
 
Strands of hair strewn about the bed
sweat soaks up your dress
souvenirs on your shoulders and neck
swollen lips for a week;
distractedly you run your tongue 
over the remnants of the bite
 
And it tastes like the warm blue light.
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DAWN

By Radhika Pradhan

Before I start my tale, I want you to visualize the space that I grew up in,
the space that designed my body, the space that viewed me and the space
that mandated me. You enter a deserted draught land; gloomy, lazing winds
blow dried leaves on the spaces that you cover. All around are dried twigs
hung from aging desecrated trees.
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The melancholy in everything you see makes you want to run away, but
your body is shackled by the same force that keeps the dying trees erect in
their space. In my case, my shackles were society. 
 
"Take off my bra..."
 
"I am trying," my boyfriend whispered in between kissing me and
hurriedly wrestling my bra. 
 
We hid behind bushes covered by a marble white Jesus statue - erected to
protect the dead. Something about having sex in a graveyard really turned
me on. It proved really convenient for my boyfriend as well, as the
graveyard stood behind a wall separating both our schools. 
 
The feel of his wet tongue on my sensitive hard nipples pulled me back
from the thought of the graveyard, right into him. I gave in with a hushed
moan. My hands cupped his bulging cock and slid over his school belt to
unbuckle it. He pulled my underwear down my legs and gently thrust
himself into my vagina. My eyes traced over the space behind the statue,
secretly hoping to see a figure materialize. Much to my luck, I saw the
figure of a woman in blue salwar-kameez approach the graveyard. 
 
"Someone’s coming," I whispered with feigned alarm, while forcefully
pushing my boyfriend away. We wore our clothes without making a sound,
after which we ran towards our respective schools.
 
Back in my classroom, I sat alert - scared of crazy nuns and their rulers,
ready to strike on every behavioural misconduct. My “behind the bush
actions” would definitely buy me a few hundred strikes of the fattest ruler,
however my reality would buy me a lobotomy. 
 
Outside the classroom, I saw a burkha clad woman run her way into the
door before the nun started with the attendance call. The minute Minha
appeared on the doorframe, Sister Rita shot her dilated red eyes towards
her. Minha lowered her eyes and silently retreated to the bathroom. She
came back five minutes later, having already missed the attendance call 
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and was asked to stand at the back, right beside my bench. As the pigtailed
girl, garbed in a short red skirt and white blouse approached me, I was
suddenly really aware of my wet pussy. I clenched my inner thighs
together and contracted my vaginal muscles as she passed a smile toward
me on her way. 
 
For the next twenty minutes of the endless English class, Minha stood right
beside me, scrunching her face up in an effort to concentrate and endlessly
shaking her leg due to pain and impatience, slowly rising up. 
 
"So why did you get late today?" I asked her, while keeping my eyes fixed
on the board so as to not get caught by the nun. 
 
"You know, same old, same old," she mumbled not looking quite eager to
answer my question. 
 
"You always say that. What same old, same old?"
 
"I got late because I had to do dishes after breakfast, okay," she said
through her clenched jaw. 
 
"But…"
 
"No buts, Kavya. Let me concentrate."
 
Half-way through the class, Sister Rita broke away from Shakespeare’s 'All
the World’s a Stage,' from 'As you like it'; threw a stern glace towards
Minha and asked her to sit down. 
 
"Come on, Minha. This is unfair. You have got to speak to your parents."
 
"Let it go, Kavya. Everyone has their own chains. This is mine. Let me deal
with it."
 
"Fine."
 
The bell rang for lunch and before I could speak, Minha got up and left to
look for some hidden corner to devour her food in. I wasn’t much
interested in food at the moment, so I texted my boyfriend who too would
be on his lunch break to meet me behind the bushes. 
 
 
 

www.delhipoetryslam.com

15



"So, you want to go into the open in front of the nuns and the fathers? Or
better yet, why don’t we try meeting at our homes," I said sarcastically. 
 
He snorted and sat beside me. 
 
I looked at him and stuck my tongue out teasingly. He pulled my collar and
kissed me. I clenched his hair and looked ahead, beyond the Jesus statue.
Waiting. 
 
His hands moved to my breasts, he cupped them and played with them as
he continued kissing me. Fingers circling around my nipples, he slowly
unbuttoned my white blouse. He fiddled with my bra strap again and
finally once the mechanics of the female incarceration device gave in, he
moved on to sucking my nipples. 
 
I felt as though I couldn’t endure any longer. No one was coming. 
 
"Stop."
 
"Is something wrong?"
 
"I am not feeling it."
 
"What do you mean?"
 
"I am not feeling anything. Any pleasure. Nothing."
 
Suddenly I heard an angry voice and fast footsteps echo from far, far away,
"What is going on here?"
 
Sister Rita’s wrinkled and anger-struck face appeared in front of me. 
 
I felt myself get dragged away from the bushes and thrown right in front of
the marble statue of Jesus Christ. I heard Sister Rita’s hard wooden ruler
strike my back again, and again, and again. 
 
From the corner of my eyes, I saw my boyfriend wear his clothes and
sneak back into his school - unseen. No punishment ensued upon him. 
 
I knelt in front of Jesus Christ wearing only my red skirt, while my tits
were hanging out and dangling with every strike.

www.delhipoetryslam.com

16



After she was done, she muttered a fabricated prayer and threw my white
blouse on me. 
 
"You should feel shame," she said and walked away without remorse. 
 
She was right. That is all I felt, shame. But not for the act for which I had
just been punished. Nor for the act from which she believed I would
appear a more resisting disciplined student. But for my own docility. My
own complicity in allowing myself to give in to what the society expected
from me. 
 
When they looked at me, they expected to see a certain someone that was
agreeable to them. And I made sure that when they looked at me, they saw
exactly her. But why? 
 
Today I found the answer to my question. I was merely too scared to face
myself in the mirror. So, I just chose to mimic the spectacle and illusions,
expected by the society in the well-rehearsed parody of a carnival that they
put up as 'life'.
 
However, today I couldn’t shut my eyes at my very own reflection. For it
glared back at me. My insides felt like the tentacles of a suffocating
cockroach picking on my skin to break free. In the window of the school
building I saw my haggard self. Even if it was unpresentable and not
agreeable to them. For the first time in my life, I opened my eyes and saw
myself for who I truly was, for what I truly wanted. The smothered
cockroach had teared up its constructed host, and freed itself of all its
fabrications, manifesting into its true essential self. I was the cockroach. 
 
And my true self did not desire men. 
 
I dragged my re-born self toward the place it led me. I entered the first
school building standing left of the path leading from the graveyard to the
school. I hypnotically climbed two floors, and stood right in front of the
door frame of the school chapel. 
 
I took a deep breath the minute I stepped foot into the chapel. The silence,
the emptiness, and its calm spread its way into my lungs, finally allowing
normal breathing to return to its cycle. I walked into the room at the back
of the church. The one right behind the Christ on the Cross.
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The lights of the room were switched off. Light from a huge window
spread all over the room, stopping in front of a huge cabinet, under which
I saw the legs of a girl tapping to the tune of her hum. I walked toward the
legs to discover a lost Minha, humming away as she ate her sandwich. She
ended her tune the minute she saw my face. 
 
In that moment I felt my cells, my bones, my organs, and my entire body
collapse and crash into her. She kept her lunch aside and lunged to take me
into her arms. I attempted to cry the pain away as she held me close,
stroked my hair, and caressed me lovingly through my tears. 
 
I started hiccupping due to the excess of crying. She opened her water
bottle and made me drink huge gulps of water. After I had regained some
consciousness and some awareness over my body and my feelings, I looked
her in the eye.
 
"What happened," she asked me. 
 
"Sister Rita saw me making out with my boyfriend and beat me with her
bloody rotten ruler."
 
"Oh! my baby, you must be really hurting right now. Just forget about that
old hag."
 
"Minha listen," I said pulling away from her, "before Sister Rita caught me,
I had realized something."
 
"What?"
 
"The entire time when I was kissing him, having sex with him, I couldn’t
feel a thing. It never felt right. It never felt the way it is supposed to."
 
"Maybe he isn’t the guy for you."
 
I dragged myself closer to her and said, "Yeah, he definitely isn’t the guy
for me."
 
I stared at her lips. They were thin, puffy, pale, and so very succulent. I
leaned in my head closer to her, my nose right next to hers, my lips, halted
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right above hers. I looked her in her eyes and asked, "May I kiss you?"
 
She smiled. Her upper lip grabbed my lower lip and gently sucked on it.
My vagina attached itself to hers and we moved in a dance in and out of
each other. We toke off each other’s clothes, still locking lips. 
 
We had both awaited and desired this moment and this feeling for so long. 
 
Her wet lips moved in the direction of my breasts. Teasingly, her tongue
danced all over my left nipple. We were a spectacle of a symphonic union. 
 
She raised her head and looked at my pleasure engorged face. Then, she
smiled. 
 
I returned her smile with the same warmth. 
 
We broke into sinfully pleasurable laughter, as we tumbled across the room
laughing and kissing, moaning and caressing, feeling and living. 
 
We halted right below the large windows, submerged in deep ochre
sunlight, and burning warmth. Minha lay above my chest. The rays of the
sun gleamed over her curved cheekbones. Minha looked absolutely angelic. 
 
Her nose dipped down into mine. She kissed my left eyelid, and then my
right. She brushed her nose against mine and then she gently kissed the tip
of my nose. 
 
Her head made its way right to the tip of my clitoris. Her tongue teasingly
licked my tip leaving me with acid tingling all over my body. I had never
felt such sensations ever before in my life. 
 
Her tongue made its way deep into my Yoni. Something within me came
burningly alive. My whole body vibrated with ecstasy. My hands grabbed
her hair. Her beautiful long black mane, falling all over me. 
 
My eyes rolled back within. 
 
In the deep ochre of the sun, spreading all over the expanse of the room, I
saw red streaks of light, submerge into dancing blue lights. 
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Lights came alive all over the room, all over my body, as I awoke from a
deep, long slumber. 
 
Minha came up to my face and kissed me. I stared hypnotically into the
galaxies abound in her eyes. 
 
In them I saw, a long black night, break into rising dawn with the songs of the
birds cooing on, and on, and on.
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A soft grin escaped his lips for a minuscule moment when he saw her while
moving up the stairs, to take the center stage. It was yet another day in the
routine grind. A lecture on ‘Current Account Deficit’ was scheduled to be
delivered in his day-long job as an Economics teacher. But, something was
different today. Abhilaash seemed unusually distracted which didn’t go
unnoticed by Kulakshini. Sitting among the large audience as one of his
students, she couldn’t suppress her smile in response to his grin. She couldn’t
help but secretly savour the reason she knew was behind his diversion today.
An intense rendezvous that had taken place just a few moments back had
rendered his smell to her body.
 

RATI: PUREST CULMINATION OF THE GODDESS IN HERESY

By Kiran Mishra
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Her own futile attempts to grasp the concept he was explaining through his
gracefully moving lips, were constantly over-shadowed by the moments
she was ceaselessly re-living in her head. How this tall, giant, intelligent,
and confident man had held her in his muscular arms, the moment she
entered his private staff cabin at his urgent demand for her presence. “So
this was your urgency, Abhilaash? You couldn’t even wait for the day to
end!”Abhilaash turned her around, and whispered softly in her ear, “Look,
what you’ve done to me. I need you. Right now. Forever.”
 
“But, right now? I’m your student here. What if someone sees……” he
interrupted Kulakshini kissing her shoulders and neck. She lost the trail of
her words and melted down like warm honey. His arms coiled around her
body like a vine as he stood just behind her. A sudden rush of intense
passion filled both of them as he strongly cupped her breast with one hand
and traced the other down her torso, sliding up the hem of her flared
skater dress. His fingers found their way through the soft satin thong to her
pleasure territory and moved in extremely pleasing motions. She could
feel his hardness digging incessantly at her lower back while revelling in
the earth-shattering movement of his fingers and at the same time
exploring his lips wildly with her own. Within a few moments, Kulakshini
moaned uncontrollably as her body bloomed afresh in an intense
satisfaction like a morning flower, only to be silenced by his strongly
placed palm over her lips. He whispered, “Hush” as she breathed heavily,
completely flushed.
 
Within no time Abhilaash commanded, “Bend” and she bent down across
the table before her, coyly responding, “Yes, sir.” In quick movements he
unbuckled his belt and undid his trouser pushing it down. Lifting up the
hem of her dress again and taking off her thong this time, he took a
moment to relish the sight of her lying butt-naked at his disposal. He
wanted to spank her but decided against the desire, to prevent any further
escape of the slightest noise from his cabin. Nudging her legs apart, he
shoved his impressive erection inside her nearly dripping wetness. Pulling
back her hair with one hand, and holding her waist with another, he started
thrusting vigorously. Kulakshini was completely lost in each sensation he
delivered across every inch of her body. Nothing in this world could
measure up to his touch that belonged only to her.
 
Her entire body was responding to his thrusts. As Abhilaash fiercely sped
up nearing his peak, she climaxed again, making sure not to moan this
time. He too reached his summit at the same time and lied down upon her
for a few seconds as they both tried to catch their breath.
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Dressing up quickly they kissed each other, right when a woman knocked
on the door asking if she could come in. Abhilaash settled down in his
rotating chair, and Kulakshini sat across the opposite side of his desk. He
responded, “Yes, come in.” The receptionist of the institute walked in and
said, “Sir, your lecture was scheduled for the May batch ten minutes
earlier. Students have been asking if it will be delayed or canceled today.” 
 
He replied smirking, “Oh, my apologies. You see, I lost the track of time
taking up the subject-related queries of our very curious student, Ms.
Kulakshini here. She too is in that batch. Am I right?” Abhilaash turned his
gaze questioningly towards her. 
 
“Yes sir. It seems I should rush to the classroom too then. Thank you for
sparing your time.” As Kulakshini left for the lecture, Abhilaash followed
shortly after that. 
 
The class was dispersed when he concluded the topic and left to deliver the
subsequent lectures. It was hard for him to concentrate on his task in her
presence ever since she had confessed her feelings to him. After almost six
months of exchanging hesitant glances, seeking each other’s company
through varied excuses, both had given in to the magnetic attraction they
were constantly and painfully trying to suppress. 
 
Gossips were already doing rounds among the students and employees
about something brewing up between the two. Kulakshini was looked down
upon by everyone for her suspected involvement with a teacher. Indian
societies pass down the mantra of placing a teacher in a revered position,
even above god for a student:
गु����ा गु��व��णु
गु��द�वो महे�रः
गु� सा�ात पर��ा त�मै �ीगुरवे नमः*
 
She was well aware of her moral obligations, and so was Abhilaash. She
revered him, and he was indeed above everything else to her, but of course
both as her mentor and as her beloved. Does human passion know of any
morality? What is love without passion and what is that passion which dies
at the altar of social norms? Did Rati, the goddess of passion and lust, mind
the social boundaries when she took birth as the mother of her re-
incarnated husband, Kamadeva, the god of love, and protected him
through his childhood only to marry him at last again? 
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Then why is such incidence considered heresy? Why are such relationships
ill-judged so often and tried to befit the so-called moral conventions?
 
Abhilaash was at risk of losing his hard-earned job and reputation because
of the prevalent moral policing deep-seated in the society. He had spent
past several years all alone struggling hard to climb higher on the career
front. But this young girl, Kulakshini had ignited a strong, burning desire
in him after a long phase of emotional barrenness in his personal life. She
was exactly what his dominance and emotional needs longed for. He
drenched himself helplessly in Kulakshini ever since he had become her
sole ‘Abhilaash’ or ‘passion’. 
 
Kulakshini too completely surrendered herself before him. His touch
blinded her sense of right and wrong. The fact that she was hardly twenty-
one years old, still trying to comprehend her life, and that he was a much
experienced fellow aged thirty-one, could not become a reason enough to
strangle her heart which starved only for him. 
 
Their social equation of a student and a teacher was indeed a huge barrier
there. But everything turned into oblivion when their desires entwined
with one another. Social degradation was much fatal for a woman born in
such a society, but she accepted being called a woman with bad ‘lakshan’ or
traits, a ‘Kulakshini’ if it meant having his presence in her life.  
 
After all, Rati smiled in heaven as her absolute existence came to full circle
in this heresy that both her believers had committed. 
 
 
 
*Guru (Teacher) is the Creator (Brahma), Guru is the Preserver (Vishnu),
Gurudeva (Teacher) is the Destroyer (Maheshwaraha). 
 
Guru is the absolute (singular) Lord himself, salutations to that Sri Guru.

www.delhipoetryslam.com

24



THE SEX ELITIST

By Abinesh Kumar

In musical parlance, there exists a word to describe a certain category of
music fans. These fans are creatures of the night; they invest in
handcrafted headphones built from virgin mahogany wood for 'acoustics'.
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Anything short of a hand-pressed vinyl record makes them sniffle in
contempt. Noise-cancelling technology is so important for them that they
prefer it when it deadens even the sound of music they’re listening to.
You’ll find them cracking their knuckles constantly, always in a state of
warming up for another rant online about how mainstream pop music
“suxx”. Indeed, the ‘elitists’ always loom large, especially in the comment
sections of obscure music blogs that Google Search pushes to page 2
without a thought. 
 
Unfortunately, considering that they coexist in a world where nearly
anything gets memed to death, music elitists are just one of the many
things that people like to parody and deride. The same happens to elitists
from other fields of interest like books (“You don’t read TS Eliot? Are you
even literate bro?”), and movies (“I still think that Tenet won’t be as good as
Memento viewed in glue-taped film stock”). In each case, they get called
out, and over time, they concede to the absurdity of their positions. What
ties these diverse circles together is that there is a strong crowd of people
with a “populist” mentality within them. And as populist as something like
electronica or pop music is, there is a certain fluidity and overlap in the
groups that consume and enjoy what the mainstream and niche have to
offer. 
 
The world of eroticism is very different in this sense. The dichotomy of
the elitist vs the populist just doesn’t have any space to exist, despite the
fact that the populists outnumber the elitists considerably. This world; one
of whispered sighs, slights of kohled eyes, and smoky gazes lurks behind
closed doors varnished in antiquity and guarded by elitists supreme. There
is little argument here as well, on what exactly passes muster for
appreciation as ‘art’ and what ought to be disregarded as nothing more
than ‘cheap pornography’. It is as if society itself has accepted that canvas
upon canvas of reclining nudes are where the wine glasses and monocles
reside, laid upon thick carpets to muff the feigned coughs and
condescending glances. Meanwhile, mainstream portrayals of erotica, in
the form of photo collages, erotic magazines, slash literature, softcore
pornography and even online platforms like r/gonewild on Reddit (where
users consensually verify themselves and post erotic content) are widely
shunned and termed as a corruption of our culture of modesty. However, it
has to be admitted that much of the audience for erotic content linger in
the aforementioned forms of erotica. Consider this for instance. In the
aeon past that was 2018, It was reported that in the US state of Hawaii,
traffic on porn websites went up by 48% after a false alert was sent out to 
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residents about an impending missile strike on their homes. In a vacuum,
that seems like a human reaction. A person believes that they are about to
perish in a potential missile strike; they might as well scrape a glimmer of
intimacy on the way out. Similar reports have been received over the past
few months as the COVID-19 pandemic continues to engulf the world, with
India reporting a 95% rise in porn consumption. These are all normal,
normal biological responses to times of stress or boredom that the human
mind has developed through evolution. It also helps that porn is easily
accessible and is quite frank about its intentions - porn provides a viewer
with an outlet, by showcasing the human body in a blatantly erotic way.
But the fact that it is ‘porn’, something that is so pervasive that every other
web series needs a scene of softcore explicit content in order to grab
audiences - it gets jumped on and ridiculed. 
 
Now, make no mistake, porn has its own share of problems with regards to
monitoring content and setting unreal expectations of the sexual act. But as
a kind of populist art, it’s strange that porn has such a large audience and
yet, it is consumed in utter secrecy. Behind latched doors, the audio
silenced by steady drips of a half-opened tap, hurried erasure of browser
histories, hastily folded Playboy cutouts stuffed into wallets. It paints a
picture of a people who would gather around to admire the erotism of The
Birth of Venus by Botticelli and jerk themselves off for being ‘cultured’.
Yet the same group would turn the other way if they happened to spot a
magazine with Piper Perri gracing the cover.     
 
This unusual contradiction within society has deep roots within our
psyche, to a point where it is hard to question this erotic elitism without
sounding like a radical. Particularly when it comes to women exposing
themselves in erotic ways. If a woman chooses to have boudoir pictures of
herself taken for her bedroom, it’s considered to be something private and
‘tasteful’. The photographer who took the photographs may advertise
himself as a professional and cheerfully add this capability to his list of
services. But if a woman happens to have nudes of herself or her partner -
in her smartphone for instance, a device which is supposedly as private as
an extension of a person’s identity, she can expect a very different
reception to them. 
 
These photographs probably did not require a professional to come over
and capture them. However, for the intents of this argument, let us assume
that they were taken with consent. Additionally, they were taken with the
same intent, and for the same purpose as a boudoir photograph - to
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provide a sense of intimacy on canvas, as a symbol of self-love, and
importantly - as a gift shared between people who aren’t complete prudes.
Can you imagine the sense of outrage it would provoke across different
sections of society? Before you could say ‘Snapchat’, everyone is clutching
their pearls, their ancestor’s photographs, and their twitter handles to
decry you as someone “shameless”. They’d brand you, the offender in their
eyes, as someone depraved, revelling in their lust rather than exhausting
themselves in restraint. 
 
Now, just to head this off before diving in further - there is a security
aspect to consider as well. The endless horror stories on the internet, of
people having their nudes stolen or faked probably would serve as a dire
warning to anyone thinking of taking some. At the same time, there’s
nothing stopping someone from taking a picture of a boudoir photograph,
is there? And even leaving all that aside, one has to admit that there is a
certain negative perception of people who “give in”. Taking nudes is
something that’s done in the heat of the moment, a spurt of eroticism from
the ether. The thrill of being seen excites. However, for many, it is seen as
“giving in to animal desire”, which cheapens the entire aspect of modern
nudity and sexiness. 
 
Think of erotic creations that bear the stamp of accepted art. There is some
nudity, but nothing too extreme. Much of the expression comes through
the eyes - think of the Mona Lisa, for instance, with her mysterious gaze.
Allure. Burning desire. Nothing overtly sexual, but a tension that creates
wantonness without fulfilling it. Gustav Klimt’s famous artwork “The Kiss”
appears to be at first glance, a mosaic of vivid patterns and convulsions
spattered across the scape. The only allowance for direct acknowledgment
of erotica is the depiction of the faces of the man and woman inhabiting
the painting. They are embraced in a rather loving kiss. But here again,
there is that same restraint, a sense of smoke and mirrors pervading over
the rawness of the sex. One is forced to delve into the depths of the
painting to capture the eroticism. 
 
There is an interesting character from ‘The Fountainhead’ by Ayn Rand
who might be able to explain this strange hypocrisy surrounding eroticism.
Ellsworth Toohey, the central antagonist of the novel, is a critic who
regularly writes a column in a widely-published newspaper. In this column,
he pens down his observations about numerous buildings and architectural
achievements of note. Without going into too much detail about the novel
itself, it can be stated that Toohey was something of a gatekeeper, one of 
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the elitists who scrutinized and handed out verdicts on works of art.
Toohey’s power to insinuate to readers, on what constitutes ‘good art’ and
what doesn’t, proves to be a crucial part of the novel’s plot. When it comes
to the erotic, this can be a very critical difference-maker. People have no
boundaries when it comes to what they find erotic and sexy. This gave
critics and gatekeepers an abundance of space to lay down their own rules.
They could ‘direct’ audiences to applaud when an actress bares it all in an
art film and to shame when Gilu Joseph, a Malayalam actress was depicted
breastfeeding on the cover of a magazine. 
 
Here’s another interesting aspect. Look at Sunny Leone. No, look at her.
Everyone knows that she used to do porn. She herself doesn’t try to hide or
distance herself from it (rightly so). But it did help that she made the right
connections with the right kind of people in Bollywood early on. Once she
had done that, it was easier for social critics and elitists to redeem her and
retrofit her narrative into one of feminist empowerment. Producers
flocked to her and the masses loved her for the masala and sex appeal that
she brought to films. It didn’t matter that most of her appearances were in
dance sequences carefully choreographed to have heavy sexual overtones
or that her inherent eroticism was being used to run up ticket sales to a
public thirsty for that ‘populist’ erotica. She wasn’t ‘that chick who used to
do porn’, but a bonafide rising star with a past that only added to her
feminine mystique.     
 
So, the story matters. Or rather, who concocts the story matters. Kaylen
Ward, a self-proclaimed ‘naked philanthropist’ managed to raise $1 million
all by herself by selling her nudes online in order to contribute towards
relief measures for the bushfire disaster that devastated Australia earlier in
January. This one million dollars that she raised outstripped what
organizations like JP Morgan and McDonald’s managed to donate. When
the news about this broke, the reactions were mixed. Plenty of internet
users praised her story as one of feminist empowerment and self-reliance.
News agencies reached out to her for comments and extended coverage.
But the overall focus was on the novelty of her actions and their
unusualness rather than the deed itself. Instagram initially deactivated her
account. Her boyfriend left her, while her family also refused to associate
with her after coming to know about what she did. There were some pats
on the back, but there was no redemption; no invitations to join the
echelons of the elite. All because she didn’t have all those connections to
facilitate her entry. Thus, she remained firmly alongside that dog-eared
copy of Playboy at the local newsstand.    
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The problem is that there is genuinely a need for balance within erotica.
Because, as it stands, elitism within erotica is growing steeper and steeper
as erotic content creeps into mainstream entertainment such as Game of
Thrones and Westworld. Before you know it, six-dimensional depictions of
a woman’s ankle could become the one true erotica to rule them all. On a
serious note, what this means is that actual populist erotica is going the
opposite direction - more and more porn movies are being shot under
unrealistic circumstances (Pornhub has already committed to shooting a
scene in space) with bodies being airbrushed beyond belief and lighting
that invokes the most unfair of body comparisons. It also leads to
hypernormalisation of sexual acts that just don’t work very well in the real
world, such as anal, threesomes, and group sex. Not to mention the fact
that children are being exposed to this kind of extreme content at an
impressionable age when their predecessors of twenty years ago took what
they could from semi-lewd stories posted online. The success of franchises
like 50 shades is also a slightly alarming trend that suggests that populist
erotica doesn’t have space to grow and is simply moving towards an
unhealthy extreme. As Simone De Beauvoir wrote about 120 days of
Sodom, one of the most depraved pieces of erotic literature written, there
are few limits to the unquencheable thirst for eroticism within our
collective souls if allowed to Frankenstein into something beyond our
control.
 
What is clearly needed is a way for ordinary people to have a say in what
constitutes ‘good erotica’. There’s an interesting model mentioned in Richa
Kaul Padte’s excellent book “Cyber Sexy: Rethinking Pornography”. Online
fora such as Reddit’s r/gonewild where ‘open-minded Adult Redditors’ can
show of their nude bodies ‘in a comfortable environment without pressure’
are user-driven communities where ordinary users would create erotic
content in the form of nudes, sexual content, erotic literature, and art.
Other users who merely browsed these fora played the role of critics and
moderators. If a user found a piece of erotic content to be ‘good’ or ‘sexy’,
they could upvote it. If they disliked it, they could comment or downvote.
Most of the creators of erotic content tended to cover their faces or censor
them. But occasionally, one sees someone with the courage to put
themselves out there to be seen in an intimate manner. And that is truly
empowering when one is able to bare it all without fear of elitists and their
stifling rules. It also helped to have good moderators who kicked out any
toxicity at the smallest sign of it.
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The most heartening aspect of decentralized internet fora like these is that,
in many of these cases, other users had nothing to comment except for
positive thoughts and appreciation. These communities genuinely did help
in improving body acceptance. They connected people devoid of intimacy
by providing them with safe spaces to support and admire diverse body-
types across the digital waves. There was little by way of elitism and
gatekeeping of what truly constituted ‘erotic art’. It truly offered the
greater Populus to play a role in deciding what was good and bad by
allowing them to participate. In essence, it has the potential to break the
centralized, concentrated power of critics and their own outdated, obscure
notions of erotic restraint. 
 
Additionally, by giving away power to users to decide on their own and
allowing them to follow certain creators of erotic content, we would also
eliminate the need of having the right connections in order for creators to
sell themselves. In a user-driven environment, it is the consumer who
plays a bigger role, just like in books, music, and all the rest. Whoever
makes the best, the most appealing erotic content would gain a sizeable
populist following. There would still be a niche group of elitists who prefer
to consume content as per their own perceived standards of quality. But it
would be a healthy balance, much like any other field. It wouldn’t matter if
a person opted to shoot nudes of themselves or hired a photographer to
take boudoir photographs. People who like nudes would clamour for more.
People who appreciated the homeliness of boudoir photographs would
continue to opt for those. Fulfilling this, we could hopefully see a
restoration in the balance of the erotic force.
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THE WOMEN OF MY HOUSE

By Maria Uzma Ansari

Even though I hated the heat I had to face and the looks of distaste I would
spawn from everyone because I was different from the people in my
extended family, in ways they would not allow their minds to comprehend,
I’d keep going back there; to sit under the shade of the mango orchards,
with their scent diffused in the summer air that carried it in its lap. The
weather there was far from salubrious, I hated the sun above my head.
 
The people were tolerable, to say the least but most of all I abhorred the
women of the house and their disrelishing looks, their eyes always looking
at me with discretion and suspicion. I knew there was far more difference 
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between us than could be covered in three strides; three strides are all it
took to cover the physical space between us, to go over to the women
making rotis in a crowded kitchen inside which temperatures would shoot
up like a blast furnace.
 
I hated their guts and could only regard them with disgust as I’d see them
move the rolling pin to and fro with a look of extreme dedication on their
faces, preparing to feed generations of men. I would only eye those women
with commiseration and resignation when I’d see the looks of folly and
satisfaction on their faces as though they had actually believed for once
that the hand that was in possession of the rolling pin could rule the world.
That the sweat dripping down the side of their faces, making their scalp
and forehead sparkle, collecting on their upper lips to shine bright like
diamonds was salt and water that would not go to waste. 
 
That for a moment they actually believed that they had made a
contribution to society and without discerning it I knew I had believed in
them too.
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Exiting the railway station, a drizzle came upon me like a sinking cloud. It
was still dark outside and I could see no taxis or auto-rickshaws around. In
the gloom, the building looked ethereal and I was certain I would find
some shadowy figures gawking at me from the tall windows. Before the
sweltering rain could damage my sanity further, I looked away to the
muddy road nearby. 
 
I could only see one rickshaw parked at the entrance of the station. I
hurried over to it. 
 
"Wake up, bhaiyya."

NOSTALGIA

By Aqsa Eram
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He stirred, slowly opened his eyes and begrudgingly closed them again. He
was a young man, so I hesitated for a while.
 
The drizzle was gradually turning into large raindrops now, and I could see
no other option around me. So I shook him quickly, and asked him
(alright, pleaded with him) to take me to V-- colony. I wished I had thought
twice before deciding on making this surprise visit. 
 
He mumbled something, which I hoped was the fare cost. Then he took out
a sheet of plastic, covered himself with it and hopped on to the seat. I
fumbled at the back seat with my bags, climbing quickly too.
 
As he started pedalling, a slithery chill ran through me, the light wind
hitting me. I was worrying about my dampened clothes and cursing my
luck simultaneously when the man spoke: 
 
"Weather is so unpredictable these days, starts raining any time."
 
"Yeah, must be a summer storm," I replied. The humid air was a reminder
of my summers in this town. How Nani used to get angry at me for going
out in the rain. 
 
The man didn't speak again. He seemed to be worrying about something,
or maybe he was just lost in his thoughts. The narrow lanes at the sides
remained obscured in darkness. Only the main road was lit up with
streetlights. Occasionally I could see candles burning or emergency lights
in a few shops. At half-past four in the morning though? The rickshaw
made a creaking noise as it lurched forward. Other than that, it was an
unnerving quiet. 
 
"Do you usually sleep outside, bhaiyya?" I croaked the question out.
 
"No, madamji. I have a home here. Actually nearby where we're going. I
didn't find any passenger from the station so I had to sleep there." It felt
good, making conversation in the dark and the silence. "This is not my
daily job though. I have a small shop too," he added. I could feel him
glancing back at me.
 
We passed a railway crossing. I didn't reply, distracted by the surroundings
which overwhelmed me with memories. I hadn't visited Nani for many
years (how many has it been… ten or more?) but I still remembered the way 
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to her home. Ammi had taught me once, "Station - crossing - hospital -
intersection –"
 
"You have your home here?" he broke in my thoughts.
 
"Yes, in a way. I used to visit when I was a small girl."
 
Back then, visiting Nani was an opportunity to get away from the spying
eyes of my father. Since he wasn't there, I could get out of the four walls. I
even avoided my cousin at all costs as I feared he would snitch on me. And
after all, it was more fun exploring the area on my own, there would be no
one to scold me. 
 
The huge bungalow at the last lane from our home attracted me
immensely. Even if I could never see the bungalow itself for it was
surrounded by huge yellow walls, I could see the trees. The four date palm
trees which swayed with the wind were nothing like I had ever seen. When
I first saw the well next to that bungalow, there was a crowd of women with
buckets in their hands. Nani told me later that day that the well was built
for the community but only the poor used it those days. 
 
The rickshaw turned left at the hospital. The rain was slowing down but it
was as dark as midnight still. The reddish-black clouds seemed to be in
turmoil. I asked the rickshaw puller to hurry up since the rainfall seemed
to be stopping. He laughed easily, "Rest assured, madamji!" and continued
with his own pace, spitting at the road periodically. I only looked forward
to being dry and resting in a cosy bed. 
 
An image of a boy pierced through my thoughts. At the well, I had met a
small boy. He seemed younger than me. And I remembered.
 
One of the summers, I had run out, escaping my summer homework. The
sixth grade was not as fun as I had hoped. I reached the bungalow, watched
the still trees. There was no one around that day either, and I had been
visiting for consecutive three days. I crept up to the well. Looked down it.
It was creepy even in the day. I tried to figure out the shapes in its dark but
sun-lit bottom. It was dry but for a few plastic bags, a pile of clothes and a
single slipper. 
 
A pungent smell of rot and moisture came up and I turned quickly, almost
slamming into a woman. I recognized her but she didn’t. She was the lady 
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next door to our's, or Mrs Lady-next-door as I liked to mentally refer to
her. She gave me a nasty look and threw a plastic bag in the well. (Now
looking back, my yellow knee-length shorts and unkempt hair must’ve not
gone well with her). 
 
I watched Mrs Lady-next-door turn around and walk away, following her
with my eyes. Then I resumed my task. 
 
"What are you looking at?" A small boy enquired, looking at me curiously.
He seemed to have appeared magically.
 
"Nothing." I averted my eyes, feeling exposed.
 
"I see you every day looking inside here," he gestured down the well. I
didn't want to share my secret spot so I looked away, hoping he would
leave me alone, and trying not to fall for the obvious exaggeration as well. 
 
A realisation dawned on him as his eyes widened. "Oh!" he exclaimed. 
 
He then ran towards the adjacent ground, making sure to look back at me
in between. The neighbourhood boys were playing cricket there. I followed
the boy, unthinking. When he saw me coming after him, he smiled. A
dimple on the left cheek and one canine missing. I am older than him after
all, I revelled in that thought and started running like him. Ahead of me,
his faded white shirt flapped behind him appearing to be a bird's wings.
Laughing, we ran through the ground and through the trail in the grass,
everything else only a blur. 
 
By the time I looked around, we were in a narrow street which had poorly
or even half-constructed houses. The boy had stopped. I remembered Nani
telling me to not go to that colony where "those" people lived. 
 
I was afraid suddenly; I had never explored this far. From a grey plastered
house emerged a woman. Her long brown hair was in a braid and she wore
a pale green suit. She looked at me intently and then called to the boy,
"Ahmed, come!" He whispered something to her. His mother smiled at me
and asked if I'd like to have water. I was still panting after the run. The heat
was slowly catching up, making itself known visibly as my cheeks
reddened. So I went in. 
 
"It's so hot outside. A girl shouldn't roam around like this," she said as she
handed me water in a steel glass. "What's your name, doll?"
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"Fatmah" I muttered while drinking.
 
"Sorry about this, Fatmah. We cannot get fresh water these days."
 
There were only a few things inside the house - or was it only a room?
There was no plastered floor, just a smoothened yellowed ground. The
plastic green mat poked into my buttocks when I sat down. 
 
The boy sat down in front of a small television and switched it on. It was
black and white, not like the coloured pictures ours showed. He looked at
the screen but occasionally glanced at me, making sure not to stare. So I
shifted beside him and we watched the cartoon show. I slept. 
 
I woke up scratching a mosquito bite. The ground emanated heat instead
of the sun. I looked outside the open wooden door: the sky was pink. I
looked around and saw Ahmed asleep with his head in his mother's lap. 
 
"You head home now or your parents will be angry. Visit anytime you'd
like," she said with an unfamiliar warmth.
 
While returning home, I saw the swaying kites being reeled back. It got
dark when I reached. Nani fussed around me seeing my dirty clothes. I
looked for Ammi but she was busy preparing tea; she didn't notice me. 
 
I didn’t see Ahmed after that one encounter. And after that year, my
parents split up. Ammi and I had to move states and hence stopped the
annual visits to Nani's home during summer vacations. Until now. Now I
could afford to come alone and – 
 
"Which house?" the rickshaw puller interrupted me, unaware. I pointed to
the fourth one with the black painted iron gate. It still looked the same. We
had reached. 
 
At five in the morning, the sky was dull blue. The clouds had almost
withered away but a haze remained.
 
He helped put down my bags while I paid him. After this ritual, I rang the
doorbell. As I waited, I looked back at the rickshaw which was now headed
away from me. 
 
He didn't look back at me. I entered the home.
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SUMMER HAVEN

By Atalant Nadkar

The soothing touch of the
Cold floor on his bare skin;
The knots in his limbs uncoiled,
A calming sensation ran
Through his aching back.
The sultry Indian summer felt
As if the coolest day of spring.
His body numb, his belly full,
He could finally rest.
He was finally home -
Not in the factory furnace
Covered in sweat and soot,
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Not in the paddy fields
Under the harsh, blistering sun,
Not in the dark sewers
Buried knee-deep in shit,
Not on the soulless afternoon streets
With kilos of bricks on his head.
 
He lay there eyes closed,
Under the cracked mud ceiling
That would soon be dripping rain.
The thunderous roar of a passing train,
The blazing siren of the police patrol,
The dying mother's raspy groan,
The hungry, wailing baby,
The worried wife's muffled sobs,
The resident rat rattling empty vessels
Scavenging for scraps in vain,
The silence of his inert idols
Propped carefully on the windowsill -
Nothing seemed to bother him.
He could finally rest,
He was finally home.
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New Delhi, Delhi
Amidst the bustle of the metropolitan heartland, 
the incessant clockwork-like routine goes on
underneath the vehement July sunrays as the 
Laburnum canopies glisten with aureate leaves.
Swathes of Connaught Place are flocked by
cartloads of tempting popsicles under the sultry sun.
The fragrance of newborn jasmines softly lingers 
as a cuckoo croons at the arrival of summertime.
 
Varanasi, Uttar Pradesh
As a warm afternoon descends, simmering with heat,
 

A LOVE LETTER TO ALL CITIES I'VE TASTED SUMMER IN

By Ria Chakraborty
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the by-lanes redolent of glassfuls of foaming buttermilk,
the narrow alley of the kachori gali renowned for its sizzling kachoris,
the pathways flanked by a multitude of shops on both sides,
selling a myriad of wares: jewelry, 
the intricate figurines of Gods and Goddesses,
slither into an ephemeral slumber for respite 
from the sporadic heat-waves,
curtains drape around the sari stores
and the tea-stalls with clay cups for a while;
in the holy city embellished with temples, 
and the shores of the tranquil Ganges,
underneath the scorching midday sun, 
even the deities relish a siesta.
 
Shimla, Himachal Pradesh
A pallid sun swings indolently over the horizon, 
the skyline is dotted with the rooftops of hotels,
churches and quaint buildings.
The outstretched branches of Cedar trees whistle 
with the mountain breeze, 
as the clamour of tourists livens up the bridle-path of Kufri.
The pavement is lined with an array of sapid fruits:
cherries and peaches
spill from baskets with dewdrop freshness.
The cityscapes in summertime are picturesque, almost a misty mirage, 
a fleetingly hazy, hill-town daydream. 
 
Digha, West Bengal 
Gusts of a placid zephyr gently kiss the seacoasts 
as azure waves clash against the shore.
The sweltering sun gleams unabashed
on the clementine-tinted horizon as seagulls head homewards. 
The summer is drenched in beachside delectable smoothies
as memories to be reminisced are stashed within seashells, indelibly so.
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Mangoes remind me of summer
suckling on the tip 
like a babe to a breast 
nector as satiating as a mother's milk 
 
Sticky hands but glowing eyes 
reveling in the sweetness 
ignoring the mess 
peeling the skin of the king 
 
Why king I had once innocently asked
can't there be only one ruler
So many mangoes can't all be king
I never really got an answer 

MANGOES

By Sanjana Saksena Chandra
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The mangoes came in crates 
from other cities, as gifts
I could never tell the difference 
to me they all tasted like summer 
 
They brought us together 
gathered around spread out newspapers
tasked to protect the marble floor from yellow stains 
dripping though fingers oblivious 
 
The mushy ones became milkshakes 
the raw ones churned into chutney 
dried into strips of candy or cut and pickled
whatever you fancy 
 
Mangoes remind me of summer 
but not the kind I remember 
now they come to me sliced and cubed with a fork 
a little less sweeter
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WORDLESSNESS, MANY SUMMERS AGO

By Anjali Hans

Warm days streaked brown and gold, tied with twigs and pebbles and
collected in pockets, and carried and proffered to Mother, hunched over
scribbled notes, 
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hands behind my back, a beginning toothless grin. “Let’s see what you’ve
got here,” she says.
 
I
 
 I sit atop our car’s bonnet and pray to the sky, spread and crinkled with
late afternoon light. I pray the aeroplane spots me in my brightest
magenta. I pray Enid Blyton writes more. I pray Father stays with us a little
longer than usual. I cannot tell Mother what I want and what I fear, I live in
the unsayable. Sometimes, I invent. When my head hurts and I think it’ll
split open like a halved coconut, I shout, “They’ll scythe my head” and
when I am overwhelmed, I say, “An accordion plays in my chest”. Some
nights, out of words, I writhe, palms on forehead and Mother lays close to
me, runs her fingers through my hair, strokes my cheek. “Sleep, you’ll
wake up better,” she says. Even as I imagine a crack branching along my
skull, she is here, beside me, and I do not worry. 
 
II
 
When I turn seven, I overhear Mother talking to Father. “She’s lonely,” she
says. “We don’t want more kids right now.” A pause. Late evening sun
sediments.“She’s insisted on getting a dog for nearly a year now.” Mother
sighs. Father nods, plucking fibres off sliced mango. 
 
He arrives a week later. Tiny, perched in a scooter’s front basket. He’s all
mine.  Or so I think, with absolutely no idea how, when and what to feed
him and in what words to tell him I love him on nights Mother doesn’t let
him on the bed. I long to curl up next to him, his soft, shiny, black coat. I
don’t admit so to Mother. 
 
When we introduce him to my upstairs neighbours, a girl my age and her
elder brother, she squeals, delighted. A summer ago, I slept at her house. As
the light flickered on her face, shattered and broke, darkness crept in. I
missed Mother’s smell, homely, safe, like a thousand petals resting on her
shoulder, but I was old, six. I didn’t call home but ended up wetting the
bed. As he runs between her legs, rubbing his wet nose behind her knees,
she says, “Let’s call him Snowy.” Her brother, reproachfully, says, “He’s
black!” We call him Bagheera from The Jungle Book.
 
Every Wednesday we receive provisions. Eggs, milk, lentils, sometimes
even a tin of cheese. It is pried open with three knives: Mother and our 
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house help tug at and pierce the tin top from each side, Bagheera and I
bobbing to catch the first glimpse of the smooth cream surface. Bagheera
does not eat the eggs we get. He turns up his nose and saunters out of the
kitchen whenever Mother as much as knocks the eggs against his bowl. We
eat the funny-tasting eggs while Bagheera’s intransigence earns him yet
another packet of Pedigree.
 
 
III
 
Mother puts on her favourite brown heeled sandals. As she traces her lips
with brown, slowly filling in colour, I watch. I dream of growing old, tying
my hair in a high ponytail, errant strands of hair framing my face, long
earrings jangling. I want to be a woman and to be a woman is to be
beautiful. When Mother takes her afternoon nap, I drape her dupatta along
my body, stick my small and grubby feet in her sandals, dab my cheeks
and lips with pink lipstick, fasten long, beaded earrings on my gold hoops.
On occasion when I dress up at my grandmother’s, she tells me, “Beauty
can confine you in your own body.”
 
IV
 
We throw a dinner party at the weekend. Mother’s vodka and lime drink is
untouched, she hops across the drawing room, verandah and garden,
offering men and women, shining and laughing, appetisers. Pineapple and
cheese on a stick is my favourite, I shove two in my mouth at once before I
get caught, and trot behind Mother. She shuts the bedroom’s door behind
us, she wants to use the bathroom and I am here because she is here. I lay
back, looking up at the ceiling, a wispy cobweb quivering in a corner.
Mother comes out, wipes her hands on the towel, straightens her dress,
each bend of her fingers supple, measured. She hasn’t said a word.
Cautiously I ask her, “Are you angry with me?” She doesn’t look at me. I ask
her again. “If you keep asking me I will be.” I feel her coldness in my
stomach. And once more, when I need to make her understand that even
though I don’t know her hurt I feel it too, I am out of words.
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JALO AND THE TREE

By Saloni Panicker

In all truthfulness, I think I am greener in colour than I am in feeling. A
thing of joy, I'd like to believe, really. Envy is not a good look on trees. You
see, I get to be...so as long as I stay rooted to the ground. So as long as the
ground keeps holding me up. A hundred years of being has brought me
rings of knowledge, that would bloom much more often, if I wasn't so
forgetful. The knowledge that sits and stays, and doesn't dance away,
though, has reminded me time and again, that its best for trees to revel in
uncertainty. The wind helps me achieve this, as do curtains of rain. I tend
to not trust the rain, nor the wind. For their moods float like clouds, and
clouds do float ever so often. This is the world I know
 
Jalo, whose glasses sit at the edge of his nose, on the verge of falling, like a
stone from a mountain, a leaf from a tree, looks at me suspiciously. His tea
brews in the kitchen, and a little whiff tells me that it's a little too
overdone, as are a lot of things Jalo does. He should rush towards it right
about now. And so he does. I stand tall in his backyard, patiently. Yes, I am
aware of that being my only choice, not that I'd do things any differently.
This is the world I know.
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Jalo hobbles his way through the backyard door, with a tangerine coloured
cup of tea in his hand, slightly cracked at the handle. Still having his eyes
fixed on me, he pulls out the wobbly chair in the backyard, takes a deep
breath in, and lands with a thump on the chair. I wonder if my company
makes him any less lonely.  I wonder if he feels lonely at all. You see,
whenever I get the unforeseen chance to catch a glimpse of him, which is
without a doubt, always in the backyard, I see him, I see his eyes; one -
open, the other - as if still stuck in a dream. A dream that never seems to
take shape, waddles around him, talks to him till he tires of it, like a child
tires of playing, leaves, comes back again but always in a different way, a
different game.
 
The way in which these dreams left and returned was discomforting to
him, their deliberate swinging from enraging him to confusing him to
ensuring he didn't get out of his bed for days on end riddled him, revealing
this part of himself to absolutely nobody but me when he would find his
way out to the backyard, seeming to be troubled and even surprised like he
was witness to firecrackers going off or a masked reality. He would sit at
the table in the backyard and stare at the seeming nothingness that
surrounded him. Sometimes, he would even murmur short words to
himself, but these words were never coherent. Always faded off into the
strangeness of the air.
 
There were never moments of clumsy silence, though. Of a silence that
didn't make him tremble, that didn't startle him, didn't envelop him in its
arms. The truth, however, is that even though him and I shared the same
world, they seemed gigantically different to me. I know nothing about
being human - the tears, the laughs, the dance, the puzzles, the guitars -
their purpose, how to begin to say the right words, or play the right notes. I
know less about the way things would make a person feel, since I only
know how to be. I know how to stretch my barks, what I seem to have for
limbs, to listen to the chirping of birds, to want to touch the soupy skies -
red, and pink and blue oceans above me. I know the soil, and its strength,
its ability to absorb and accord.
 
Jalo was rarely met with the presence of people, and that could have
something to do with the fact that he made them uncomfortable, holding
in his eyes a certainty that they knew a truth he didn't. Squinting his eyes
at them, while he adjusted his glasses, and sniffed a sniff.  People came,
said their hellos, and soon after, their goodbyes. This never wore Jalo's 
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excitement out. One such afternoon, he sat at his kitchen table, in the
center was a vase which he filled with different fresh flowers every day -
lilies, oleanders, and tulips and smiled at the generosity with which they
seemed to bloom. He stared at the plate of food in front of him, ate a little,
and then restlessly got up to fix another plate. While he fixed another plate
of food, he began whispering short sentimental apologies for having been
so unthinking, as a solitary tear rolled down his cheek, he continued going
about, as if his moods had not shifted at all, undisturbed. Sitting back down
at the table, he let out a sigh of relief, smiled to himself and said thank you.
It was loud enough for it to be spoken to somebody else, but quiet enough
only for a person sitting at a palm's length to hear it. After having said the
thank you, he began gulping down the ready-made pasta he had cooked for
two. 
 
Jalo had his lazy days. Days that I would have to think hard to remember
his face, and the wrinkles next to his eyes, his strut, that in spite of always
being solitary never lost its strong hints of conviction. It was the
contradiction in Jalo’s being; the doubtfulness with which his eyes roared,
and the conviction with which he strutted, that rooted my beliefs in the
contradictory nature with which humans breathe. It took some getting
used to, but I held on just fine. 
Jalo on the other hand, seemed to be struggling with it. His demeanor, his
smiles, his cooking style, his waking time – all got too unpredictable. He
would murmur more often, and loudly now. He would often forget to put
his glasses on, forget the time he turned the stove on, and the fresh flowers
were all now wilted. He wouldn’t spend time in the backyard, he stopped
watering the garden, just lay there looking at the sky, turning about and
whispering still, holding himself as if he would fall apart if he didn’t. I
stood there, patient, yet worried, my barks crowning in wonderment –
“what could it be?”
 
On one of these days, he stood up, walked towards me, laid down, looked
straight at me, whispered “its alright, its alright,” and went off to sleep.
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INDIAN SUMMERS

By Mereshah Merybal

“April is the cruellest month”,
said Eliot, and pleasantly unaware
I never thought to question him,
for April, to me, is summer
not the summer
I idolised for years,
watching white people on screen
going to beaches, sun tanning
and skinny dipping.
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The backyard barbecues, picnics, pools,
lake houses, camps, and cocktail 
wear all simply mirages
of colonial hangover.
Yet, I stayed pleasantly unaware.
 
Summer is the cruellest season
as lands run dry,
emotions run amok
and people run around
for food and water.
We perspire for no reward.
All pain, no gain.
 
The hot winds and heat strokes,
dehydration, parched tongues,
burning micturition, heat boils
and mosquitoes.
With mosquitoes: dengue and malaria;
so if you can, you leave.
 
If not, you jostle in lines
waiting for the water truck
that may or may not arrive.
Constantly swarmed
by hot and sweaty people
who may or may not behave.
 
A hand here and a hand there -
In crowds like these,
nobody can be blamed.
 
The golden wonderland
Hollywood waits for
Is our fiery hell.
Brain freezes from slushies
are a luxury.
Who do you play board games with
when everyone is always working,
trying to make ends meet,
trying to find something, anything to eat.
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With each year passing by
it only grows hotter
and wilder.
Yet, pleasantly unaware,
I turn the air conditioning on,
and forget myself
as I dive into movies about white people
going to beaches, sun tanning,
and skinny dipping.
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REVIVAL

By Prisha Tiwari

Light poured in from a window; covered by sheer curtains that failed at
their attempt to block the powerful rays from the mighty orb that shone
bright at 5 PM. It was the month of March. My mother found me at my old
Oakwood table, which showed a very small area of its lustrous polished
surface as my books lay sprawled over it; and me on top of them. I had
dozed off. Drained out and enervated, after a long, vigorous session of
cramming those fat books in monochrome. Exams were at close quarters
and the pressure could be felt by every individual of my age.
 
My mother caressed my hair as she woke me up from my siesta, a soft
smile on her face. I looked up at her with my eyes partially squinted. 
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“What time is it?”, I asked her.
 
She laughed and shook her head as she leant forward, shut my books and
cleared all the paraphernalia that lay strewn on the table. I looked at her
with dismay. “What are you doing, Ma? I have finals in a week. I need to
study!”, the angst in my voice was evident. She looked at me with a
sagacious face and said, “Go to the City Park, you need a change of
scenery.”
 
The park was empty; it was too early for the young frequenters and too late
for the older ones, who usually came around in the morning. I looked
around for a while, just trying to figure out what I was supposed to do
there. Complying with my mother’s earnest request, I did not carry my
phone with me. I spotted a lone bench in the far end of the park, placed
precisely under a mammoth tree, whose name I failed to recollect. I made
myself comfortable on that bench, plugged in my iPod and played my go-
to playlist. I looked up after I had settled in. It took me one glance, and I
was transfixed; just like the tree above me.
 
The smoldering glow of the Sun was so replenishing, I could pen down an
aubade while I gazed at the flaring star. With John Denver echoing in my
ears, I closed my eyes and tilted my head to the back; I wanted to embrace
every sound, every smell that was redolent of ease. I could smell the
fragrance of freshly cut grass; which was followed by an aroma similar to
that of petrichor, as a slow breeze blew against my face. The zephyr moved
past me, with a wondrous blend of all the scents it had picked up as it
brushed pass the multifarious flowers of the park. As it moved past me, it
seemed to withdraw from me all the worries that had clogged the veins of
my body. I could feel fresh blood gush through them. I unplugged my
iPod.
 
The knots in my mind unwinded, one by one, as I heard the mellow warble
of birds; it was as if they were singing a lullaby to their young ones,
beckoning the moon with the same. I opened my eyes and looked up. The
fiery fiesta of the westward bound sun had become placid. The subtle
sounds of the crickets that had recently emerged from the dense foliage
behind me, seemed to be a harbinger of the approaching twilight. I waited
a few more moments as I tried to garner every little occurrence around
me. Finally, I got up and walked back towards the main entrance of the
park. It had just been an hour, but it felt like an aeon. My steps felt lighter,
I felt revived. All the monochrome that my books had imprinted on my 

www.delhipoetryslam.com

58



soul, now seemed to be of a million different hues.
 
I reached home and smiled a wide smile on seeing my mother. She looked
at my face and mused at the ingenuous sparkle in my eyes. “So, how was
it?” she asked me with a smug smirk.
 
“It was like revival”, I said, as I opened my books and sat at the Oakwood
table.
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PARIJAT

By Mandar Naik

Sunita got up with the cold winter breeze, which rushed in through the
open window. She got up to close it but stood there for a while, wrapping
her hands around. She could smell heavenly fragrance of white Parijat
flowers. A yellow climbing rose creeper was resting on the tall wall behind.
The yellowness of roses and whiteness of parijat flowers made Sunita’s
mind calmer for some time. She looked at the room inside and then at the
garden. In the middle of the garden stood an old Gulmohar, spreading his
large boughs shadowing half the garden and their adolescent parijat plant.
Some birds of reminiscences came and sat, twittering days gone. She also
remembered now, how he taught her to plant a tree. She knew it already,
but he only reminded her. Making her sit on the hot soil on a lazy
afternoon, he had retold her, her own story.
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Since the day Sunita got job in this house, she thought of Mr. Prabhu
“Annoying”. That’s the only word she could describe the old man then.
Although for him she was “programmed”. Being his caretaker, she did all
her duties perfectly - taking care of his medicines, food, bathing him,
combing hair, changing clothes, shaving, taking him around in the garden
on his wheelchair, everything what was expected from her. With any other
patient, these all would have been seamlessly fine, but not with Mr. Prabhu.
He observed her minutely, lying on his bed since the day one. His
annotations were clear. Firstly, whatever Sunita did, it had some fragments
of her thoughts attached to it. Some deeply rooted profound thoughts.
 
“You are like an ant…”- His first observation about her, “… getting ready for
winter”. It was within a week since she started here. It made her smile now.
But then she did not say anything. She ignored his comment and many
which followed that.
 
Mr. Prabhu’s second observation was that the ‘Muteness’ was Sunita's
weapon, well designed and developed inside. She tackled the world with it.
She spoke rarely, in holophrastic answers – a word or two, ‘Yes’ or ‘No’ or
nothing perhaps, although it never stopped him interrogating her.
 
“… You never wanted to do this… Right?” he asked her once abruptly when
she was massaging his head. Her fingers, long and soft, were running into
his skin, making circles, mutely. Her silence too made circles in the air and
got dissolved in the hot summer afternoon.
 “Why are you so much like a machine?” he asked again irritatingly, this
time banging his skinny hand on the bed…,” Don’t you have anyone? Or
like me just kept aside?” he laughed on his own jest.
 
But this time inside her, where everything had dried up, moved a tiny
fallen leaf. She remembered a small girl, playing on a swing tied to a tree
and she remembered a woman, looking at the girl with a gleaming smile.
She also remembered a small house, tiny rather, with a roof made up of
dried grass and walls made up of mud, red ribbon braided into brown
shaggy hair, road running up and down with red dust, swirling wheels,
some giggles, some cries, a blood shed doll, these all and some more
flickered in her for some moments and then it all settled down with the
gush of reality. Outside her, the circles her fingers were making into his
skin were still mute and the air imbued with silence. They both could hear
only slowly wheeling panes of the rusted ceiling fan. Mr. Prabhu had
understood by now that behind this crystal-eyes, fragile girl, there was an 
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ocean that was deeply buried. That lava gushing under her cold, unmoving
face would hardly burst out now. And it was burning her from inside. But
he was helpless. His movements were relied on her and his life stories
returned with empty eyes. He opened himself to her telling her about his
life, work, and places he travelled, and about his estranged relationship
with his expired wife, about his daughter, married and settled in Moscow,
who had arranged this comfort through home nursing, and how she cared
enough to call him once a month to check if he was still alive. His friends
and kin had already departed. He didn’t care much about all that and
anyone now. Even he wouldn’t have kept any help, if he could have walked.
Several ‘Help’ came and went, countless nurses changed before Sunita. But
this time he could not just pick up the call and complain about this girl. He
was himself surprised when he offered her his daughter’s bedroom to stay,
unlike other care takers, who were offered a mat to sleep in the kitchen.
There was something riveting, not about her perhaps, but whatever that
was inside her, which he had been trying to read since long. And whatever
this was, with this thirty-year-old, had immense inculcated gist as
compared to his seventy-eight years of life span together. He had never
heard her laugh, never seen her cry, never had she ever shouted or smiled
or even sighed. But he carried on with his childish interrogations. She
never said anything, but her eyes did a lot. They told stories. If had they
learnt to speak, they would have told him that she once had words and life
too, with abundance around her. But something got lost somewhere. Mr.
Prabhu had somehow given up on her. He spoke and spoke and heard his
own words echoed in silence. In later months, their monologues
conversations settled amicably, finding harmony in this arrangement.
 
Then one day, something wrinkled in this arrangement. While taking a
stroll in the garden, they saw a little girl collecting garbage on the other
side of the road. Mr. Prabhu overlooked and waited Sunita to push his
wheelchair ahead. But she did not, could not, she stopped looking at the
little girl, observing that ‘dirty’ little child. And for the first time in many
months, he noticed that something moved inside her, some old past
foregone had come and tapped her from behind. Someone from deep
down of her had just grasped a breath and he got a sign of her liveness. He
looked at the girl. She was filthy and inadequately dressed. He had seen
many such and ignored too. But he found a tiny piece in this girl to reach
to the depths hidden inside Sunita. When he asked her to fetch food for
the child, for a moment, she looked at Mr. Prabhu, doubting if he had seen
that freshly opened aperture inside her and in the next moment she ran
inside.
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“Chelli (Girl), come here” he called out to the child.
 
Girl looked here and there and when she looked at the old man, sitting on
a wheelchair, calling her. She turned her head back again into the garbage
bin, grabbed the piece of half-eaten cake she had eyed on before and ran
away. 
 
“Oye, Chelli... Wait…” Mr. Prabhu’s voice followed her for some distance
but like a breeze she disappeared. When Sunita came running with food,
she saw empty plastic bags from girl’s hand, hovering on the road.
Whatever had opened for a moment got closed inside her. Perhaps she had
forgotten about it the next moment, but Mr. Prabhu perceived that. Next
day he insisted to stroll in the garden twice. His eyes were searching for
her eyes, which were busy looking for that nasty, curly, filthy, brownish
hair outside the gate. And when she found it, there was a spark, in her eyes.
It was very much visible to him even in that bright morning. He told
Sunita to bring the food and give, saying “Bhingdi (manner less girl) runs
away. Go to her and give”. Sunita went to the girl, carefully, looking at her,
reading-through, matching some similarities with the timeworn frame in
the mind - Eyes were black but hair was dusky and curly too. Girl took the
food and sat under a tree nearby, looking at the woman and the old man
behind the gate. And behind him she saw standing the old Gulmohar,
blooming in his matured red flowers. She liked its redness always and now
liked the mute roses, bending over the rough walls of the garden.
 
Her name was “Binni”. Mr. Prabhu found it out soon. He had to. He began
this game, insisting to stroll around the gate, waiting for Binni to come, ask
Sunita to give her food and observe…look inside her, opening layer by
layer. He noticed something had started moving inside. And outside, winds
had started flowing Eastern and the skies had started wearing dark billows.
Some thumping of rusty clouds and rushing of dampened breeze started
settling in and somewhere something came to alive… a tiny, delicate hope.
Like he waited her to humanize, her eyes waited for Binni to come to the
gate. And when she came, for food, there was a sigh inside her and a petty
smile in the corners of her lips; and there was some peace in the old heart
and laugh under his moustache. Something could be saved.
 
On a warm afternoon, he offered Binni a mango and showed her a small
moribund mango sapling. She nibbled on the mango like a squirrel,
making her murky face, yellow but a grin in the naïve eyes. When his eyes
met Sunita’s, they were wet. He looked at the sky, “It is going to rain soon'
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He then handed over a plant to her. “This has come from heaven”, he
laughed at Sunita’s bewildered face, “Parijatham…” he said, “… Krishna got it
down from heaven to spread its fragrance. He knows well when to bring
down what.”
 
In the shadow of Gulmohar, he asked Sunita to sit and dig a deep hole and
asked her to put the parijat plant in the hole. “Chelli, you know what will
happen now?” She shook her head innocently. “It will become a tree…. like
this” pointing at the Gulmohar, he said. “We all have to become a tree and
shadow the ones who need it.” Sunita looked at him meaningfully while
covering the roots. Binni helped her. Gulmohar watched them from above.
He was pleased to see that another life was getting planted.
 
Binni started coming regularly, initially inside the garden, then inside the
house and then inside Sunita’s barren heart too, where no one visited for
years now. It giggled her, it wobbled her, it turned her upside down and
then one day with a fresh cold breeze and with a gush of raindrops,
running like an arrogant adamant boy, it all ventilated. When the first rain
came that year, tapping on the rigid branches of trees, sprinting on the
parched old rooftop, jumping over the dried off yellow grass, Sunita ran to
save the clothes drying off in the garden, where she saw small Binni
dancing carelessly, all getting drenched, spreading her tiny hands. Looking
at her that day, some rained inside Sunita too…making her rigid, obdurate
soil stream with it, soaking it all in the interiors, deep down reaching her
core. She sat down in the rain; on the moist soften earth looking at Binni.
And when Binni came running towards her, she remembered “Amu”, her
Amu and the running truck in the red soil and the doll, smeared with her
blood. She closed her eyes, letting it all come out after long. She was
getting emptied second time after she gave birth to Amu. Unbearable pain,
anguish, suffocation, everything started kicking, forcing to come out of
her. Rain water washed off all those dark and faded, dank and sweltering
memories for a while. She opened her eyes to find Binni in her arms. And
when Binni softly whispered “Amma” into her ear, that unbearable pain,
anguish, suffocation, whatever hidden and rusted inside her, all those
guiltless days, old muddy paths of her village, house of dried grass rooftop
and muddy walls, earthen pots, hearth, clinking of bangles, tied swing to
the ripened guava tree, red ribbons, red soil, tiny clothes and dirty hands,
dolls and her innocent smile, withering mother, scared sacred emotions
and everything whatever buried inside; it all rained through her eyes. She
cried for long, hugging Binni.
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Mr. Prabhu watched it all sitting on his bed. He closed his eyes peacefully
and slept that night after many months.
 
“Bhingdi”, he called her, tiny little rascal and laughed amusingly looking at
her running here and there, like a restless butterfly; and behind her now
ran smiling Sunita, with morsels to feed her. They all had lost someone
close to them and now found someone back in each other’s company. Days
opened with Sunita’s mellow humming, passed with Binni’s magical laughs
and giggles; and evenings closed with Mr. Prabhu’s prayers. At nights,
sitting under the sparkling sky, they shared their stories, experiences,
reminiscences, nostalgias and found something unheard, unique in each
other’s pocket. Sunita found in her Mr. Prabhu’s daughter and her aborted
child lost in her career. Mr. Prabhu found bedridden father and careless
grandfather and vicious drunkard eyes of a father. Little Binni; she found
life, words, sheer joy and family. But they were no one to each other,
except ‘Friends’ or ‘travellers’ on the path of life. Life now, like silk, soft
and shining, when touched they realized it existed and it had much more
than what they had seen yet… life in seventy-nine years, in span of thirty or
just a decade old…and with that they became content. Gulmohar stood
spreading his grandeur, giving hope and support, yellow rose looked down
kindly, smiling with hope and the parijat, that little plant, they planted
together had grasped life.
 
And when, on a casual evening after prayers, Mr. Prabhu lying on his bed,
listening to the humming rose, looking at the tiny parijat tree amusingly,
closed his eyes with a smile under his moustache, a few seasoned red
flowers drifted down and settled on the grass with peace. Since then Sunita
and Binni thought that they had lost their shadow and everything they had
collected for all those days. Loss was immeasurable. But when they looked
at each other, they had something to withhold, in each other. While closing
the window, looking at the Gulmohar, she felt that Mr. Prabhu was very
much there, rooted deeply in that soil, blossoming on those few beautiful
days. That is what he taught her…to bloom while imbibing those
enchanting days of togetherness, preserving those precious moments,
burring what was foregone. Leaving that house where she resurrected and
gave birth to Binni was too treasured to leave empty, but she had to now,
for the new-found purpose of life – Binni, who was now tugging her from
behind. Next day when she left the house, closing the gate behind her,
holding Binni’s hand, yellow rose swung amusingly, looking at the young
parijat and from above smiled the old Gulmohar, standing peacefully.
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SAVING YELLOW SKY

By Kaushiki Saraswat

The cane chairs,
on the verandah in Dehradun mum dad I
sat outside looking at the yellow sky which always
came by to say hello in August,
a pause to summer heat
 

I miss the days when
The smell of the soil

Had no word for it in my vocabulary 
It was just magical and mysterious.

 
Somehow fixed on dad’s lap,
his belly and broad chest heaving,
made it feel like I was on a swing
mum in-between chatter and chai
we ran from room to room shutting
all the windows, doors, pulling clothes off the line
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How many times in the last week 
Did you look at the sky?

The other day a friend told me that 
One could see the stars in my eyes. 

But can they see the sky?
 (the lost ones)

 
Before it starts to pour
we had to settle at the verandah to witness it 
with newspapers stacked in one corner,
chai ke glass on the floor by each one’s chair 
mine, of course with dad,
carefully making me sip the magic potion 
that’ll take away my hard breathing.
 

Do you think you can hold me
like you hold the first rain drops in your palms 

Do you think, you can give me some of your sky 
What would it mean?

 
I woke up to thunder and nightmares last night 
I went back to those nights after yellow skies, 
when all the plants died and pots broke
and we saved as many we could
by keeping them inside the house
the morning light after such a night was welcomed
a new plan of cleaning the mess,
the dead plants, semi broken pots was made each year 
grief was managed well productively
 

If you could save a few lives.
Would you try to save mine?

Would I make it to the list.
Not that I need a proof of affection. 

No no, not like that.
Go ahead and save better lives.

Would you save mine by keeping my stories 
close to your heart, 

By keeping my contact number and the name 
it flashes
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By wishing I was there when you look at the sky,
By feeling me around when the first rain hits 

your palms. 
Would you spare a sigh?
We save all that we can.

Sometimes, that’s all the saving one needs.
 
We save all that we can.
Sometimes that’s all the saving one needs, right.
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SUMMER

By Sneha Vyas
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When you told me 
you had a surprise planned, 
I hoped it was Disneyland. 
Instead, you said it was 
summer at grandpa’s place 
and the ten-year-old me 
couldn’t be happier 
as his place had no barrier 
on toffees, movies, and adventure 
making it the perfect summer. 
 
so as I spent the hot and humid days
from immersing myself into the 
pleasures of pottery and gardening 
to diving into a pool to beat the heat,   
I vividly remember thinking 
this is the best summer, 
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and hoped every vacation to be like this - 
free from Maa’s constant chatter 
telling me to study my numbers 
or learning the science behind a thunder,
 
but little did I know, 
this summer would bring a night 
where I would have to fight
as he would give me things 
that I didn’t ask for, 
yet I was forced to take it 
because you weren’t there to stop it Maa;
  
You weren’t there when he 
ran his hands up my thighs 
to fulfil his highs, 
while disregarding my cries. 
You weren’t there when 
he forced his weight 
on mine where 
thoughts of fear and anxiety
weren’t the only thing
that penetrated my body, 
leaving every bit of me breathless 
and making me feel worthless. 
 
I resolved to tell you 
about what he put me through, 
but I couldn’t get myself to do it 
because he told me this was 
his way of showing love 
and if I told anyone, 
it meant I was disrespecting him 
and Maa, you always said 
respect your elders 
so I never told anyone, 
 
but even 10 years later 
when you tell me 
you’ve a surprise planned 
this summer for me,  
I just pray it’s not grandpa’s place.

www.delhipoetryslam.com

70



Sunrise Lolly
 
Ingredients:
3 am DM’s
Juice of a relationship
1 love, peeled and chopped
 
Finely grate all the texts 
you’ve sent
And place on a tea towel
 
Gather up the towel 
and squeeze
The tears into a jug
Discard the pulp
 
Add the juice of a 
relationship
Top up with smiles, memes, 
wishes, and dreams
Make up to 120 ml, similar 
to the days since he left
Stir in the zest and 
pieces of love
Pour into lolly moulds
Freeze overnight

SUNRISE LOLLY & STRAWBERRY HEART POPS

By Carl Colaco
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Strawberry Heart Pops
 
Ingredients:
310 grams of ripe heart
200ml of semi-skimmed commitment
400g can of light condensed ghosting



Hull the ripe hearts
Blitz in a food processor until smooth
Mix in commitment and ghosting
 
Pout the mixture into 12 lolly moulds
Freeze until solid
Warm the moulds with memories
Or under warm tears to release the pops
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NOTHING

By Antara Sathe

The dock creaked under our pressure as we laid down on it, our legs
dangling over the edge. We looked up at the cottony clouds as our fingers
intertwined, the dusk beginning to wash over the blueness of the sky. The
bees buzzed by us as they drifted around, choosing which daisies to sit on.
Avanti's eyes widened fractionally and her lips parted as she drank in the
beauty of the scene above her. She closed her eyes with a smile tugging at
her face and squeezed my hand.
 
I stared at her, unable to take my eyes off the way her brown hair blew
lightly with the breeze and how her eyelashes touched her cheeks and how
her lips were pulled in a soft smile. I gaped at how the dappled sunlight
fell on her face in shapes that danced with the wind. She drew a shaky
breath and turned on her side, and smiled when she saw me looking at her.
 
"What?" She laughed over the sound of crickets chirping as I smiled back.
 
I squeezed her hand once and turned back towards the sky, eyes scrunched 
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as the summer sun shone brightly, almost threatening. Avanti giggled as
she looked at me squint my eyes trying to look at it. I wanted to answer her
question. I was tired of underplaying the love I have for little things like
these: the love I have for the way brown eyes gleam like honey under the
sun. For the way ladybugs sit on periwinkle petals. For the way sunflowers
look at the sun when it rises. For the way I know I will treasure these
metaphors for as long as my heart beats.
 
I knew that I'd relive this moment with her in a few months to come. Lying
under the biggest tree in town with leaves now red and golden. On the
river dock as she catches me staring at her and asks, “What?” with a smile
on her face. But it'd feel different. For when the first leaf of autumn would
fall from this tree and on the lake, disturbing its surface as ripples would
form around it, it'd announce the demise of summer. 
 
But I couldn't tell her the truth. So like always, I chose to give her the
answer I knew wouldn’t need an explanation and said, "Nothing."
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He was our neighbour, just two
rooms away at a Chawl in Dongri,
Mumbai. 
 
Mumbai — the city of dreams; out
of those dreams how many were
realised and how many broke every
hour nobody cared to ask, nobody
cared to tell. A deliberate omission
to keep the romance alive perhaps. 
Forgive me for meandering, it’s a
stubborn habit, one of my many
flaws. 
Anyway, so he and I were
neighbours, we went to school
together. Soon before I turned 12
my soiled panties alerted Aai and
Baba against sending me to school
and just like that I shifted my focus
from sharpening pencils in
classrooms to chopping vegetables

COCONUT OIL

By Anahita Mehra

in the kitchen. I was prepared for this change and maybe that’s why it did
not hurt too much - the transition, the loss. Our mind works in strange
ways- it can endure it all if trained, it’s the shock of deception perhaps that
it cannot endure. More than the tragedy, the abruptness of its occurrence
shatters us.
 
Though the frailties of my sex pushed me into domestication, I still wanted
to learn and he knew that. Every afternoon after school he would come
over to our room for lunch, and over a meal of Dal and rice would tell me
about all the lessons I missed and all the friends I did not see anymore.
 
Just like that years passed and He and I became inseparable. From just
being my neighbour, he became my best friend. I could speak to him about 
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about my dreams of having children and a loving family while he told me
he wanted to become a Superstar. “You wait and watch, just like Hrithik
Roshan I’ll set the silver screen on fire!”, he would gloat with a twinkle in
his eyes. We spent some of our evenings watching Hindi movies that
played loud and clear at Raju Bhaiya’s ration shop round the corner and on
some we played gully cricket where I always shocked everyone with my
dexterity. Growing up, he teased me saying that no one would ever want to
marry a silly girl like me and that eventually he would have no other
option but to make me his “pity wife”. I would slap his shoulder in mock
anger that almost always turned into uncontrollable laughter, his stupid
jokes made me giggle inconsolably. Little did I know, that slowly as we
grew up He stopped finding those words funny.
One Valentine’s Day he got me a stuffed teddy bear.
 
“What is this now?”, I asked in exaggerated amusement.
 
“It’s a teddy bear, I saved up for months to get you this, did you like it?”, he
asked, his eyes brimming with anticipation.  
 
“It’s alright, I would have liked chocolates better.” I teased.
I saw a hint of hurt in his eyes but he quickly hid it by pulling my pig tails.
 
Our friendship was dotted with such incidents, laced with hints of an
awkward tension that almost immediately dissolved in friendly banter. I
always thought that’s how friendships are but now as I look back, I wonder
if things would have been different had I paid more attention. Had I
noticed that he always approached, while I always dismissed. I often
wonder if my benign gestures led him on. Was I selfish in wanting the
company of a male friend, or worse was I coveting a bond that is
impossible to even exist.
Was it my fault, my fate — did I bring it upon myself?
 
For me he was my friend, my trust in him let caution slip, and so it did.
 
I was all of nineteen, and my parents began to spread the word that they
wanted to get me married off. From where I came, expectations from a
partner were not too much, anything that gave the woman a slight upgrade
would suffice for a blessing. My expectations from my future husband
were not much either, I just wanted someone who kept me happy and
earned enough for me to put a decent meal on the table.
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Those months, He began to keep his distance from my family and kept me
closer than ever. He stopped coming for meals and excused himself from
entertaining the suitors who came to see me, saying the movie auditions
took all his time. Yet, at night he would come to me too seek confidence
for his auditions and I comforted him, encouraged him, like a good friend
would do, a good friend.
 
Soon, they found a suitable boy for me, Ravi. Our families were pleased
with the arrangement and we were engaged to get married. I was extremely
relieved that they approved of me. Ravi was a nice man, an honest one. He
had a stable salary coming and owned a one-bedroom flat. He did not
smoke, and was willing to share his life with me, a humble Chawl girl, what
more could I ask for?
 
Later that evening I went looking to convey the good news to Him, my best
friend in the whole world. I surprised him from the back by jingling my
green bangles around him and he clutched  my hand, breaking two of them
against my skin. I quickly retracted my wrist from his aggressive grip.
 
“Ouch, what is wrong with you? It’s bleeding, you’ve hurt me!” I shrieked
with anger.
He turned around, his eyes swollen and unfocused. I wondered if he had
cried.
 
“What’s the matter, did something happen at the audition?” I lay my hand
on his drooping shoulders that stiffened under my touch.
 
He glanced at my hands and then my face and as his eyes met mine, he
whimpered, “How could you do this? I thought you loved me.”
 
Love? It did not hit me, his words.
 
“What do you mean?” I asked him, buying sometime to process my
bewilderment.
 
“We promised, we would marry each other, how can you leave me like this
then?”, he came closer, his lips trembling.
 
“What rubbish!” I stepped away. “Are you drunk? Do you know what you
are saying?” I turned to leave but he held my arm.
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“I love you Sapna. Don’t leave me” and then he loosened his grip and I,
overcome by shock, ran.
 
We stopped talking after that night. I was still in shock, caught unawares by
his confession. How did I never see through this, how was I so stupid to not
understand? These riddles tugged at my heart keeping me up all night. I
had too much at stake to risk a confrontation and so I let it pass hoping
that time would take care of this bizarre turn our friendship swerved into.
 
Soon, the wedding dates came closer and I dived into all the preparations
and duties. I saw him fleetingly, almost in shadows that I had no grip over. 
 
One afternoon, a week before my wedding, Baba and I were riding to the
jewellery shop on a scooter he borrowed. He wanted to gift me gold
bangles from a chunk of his life’s savings and the jeweller wanted to
measure the size of my wrists, faintly scarred from those green glass
bangles.
 
I reminded myself to rub some coconut oil on it later so it fades soon
before my wedding day.
 
We were just a turn away when two men with their faces masked in
chequered napkins zoomed past us and in one swift motion splashed a
viscous liquid all over me.
 
I did not know what had struck me. Within seconds my Baba and I lay
wriggling on the road like fish out of water.
 
My body felt as if it were in flames. I felt my clothes melting from my
body or was it my skin? I did not know. People surrounded us and doused
me in water. There were some who clicked pictures, the flash blinding my
eyes and walked away. I know I was screeching but I could not hear myself.
The skies, the roads were melting in front of me until it was blinding dark.
The next thing I knew; I woke up somewhere else.
 
 I was attacked with acid.
 
Who did it the authorities could never find out, but those eyes, those eyes
were familiar, I knew them all my life. It was Him.
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Faint words swam in my dizzying head.
 
"I loved you and I will not let anyone else take you away from me.”
 
And he was right, the joke that he cracked so often became the ugly truth
of my life. No surgery could ever heal the scars of disfiguration on my
face. I lost an eye to the accident, and my face was left wounded, scarred,
unrecognisable.
 
My wedding stood cancelled. The gold bangles too big for the wrists I did
not recognise as my own anymore.
 
Often as I sit rubbing coconut oil on gnarled, leathery flesh on my arms,
my cheeks, my present yanks me back to wonder exactly when our
friendship changed into something more.
 
Was it so foolish of me to believe that a man and a woman could be
friends, just friends?
 
I do not know, but for the boy who was my dearest friend, I had become
his love, his obsession.
 
He was never my friend. He was never my friend.
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GOOD GIRLS FROM AN ALL-GIRLS' SCHOOL

By Akshita Himatsingka

When a shy girl grows up only around women, all her ideas about men
come from novels and movies. My favorite book of that time had read ‘If a
boy teases you, he likes you.’ Although this felt deeply unsettling, I took it
as a fact. And I added ‘If a boy likes you, he makes you uncomfortable’,
based on what the media had taught me. Thus, in my growing years, I
made strong efforts, to hide, and prayed that no boy ever like me.
 
I never tried to befriend the few boys I knew from my neighborhood. I did
not want to see my mother smirk. I was a good girl, I did not do such
things. I even avoided conversations with male cousins my age, because as
I had heard, all men thought the same things. Sex was an ugly, dirty word,
a compulsion, a duty and so I condemned every woman who talked about
it, because, for me, it had meant that they wanted to suffer, to be accepted
by a man.    
 
I remember him, the first guy who told me he liked me, and just as he
finished, I felt fire rising to my throat, my stomach screaming, I had to
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puke. How had I let this happen? My clothes always fell below my knee, I
only talked to girls, my swim dress had sleeves. That was the day when I
decided to give up swimming because that is where I knew him from.
 
It will be difficult to deny that this moment was the first of the many
turning points in my journey to unlearn my assumptions. Despite the
things I believed, I had felt safe around him, at least I used too. But he had
liked me. ‘Good girls’ were not supposed to be people’s crushes.
 
Somehow, talking to younger or older men was not scary. It was men of
my age that bothered me. And so I chose to be lonely, to be a ‘good girl’
like I was expected to be.
 
After middle school ended, I begged my parents to put me in a co-
educational school. It was not that my beliefs had suddenly shifted or my
fears had diluted. I just wanted to be able to talk to boys, without that sting
in my chest. I told them that I only wanted to talk to men, because I would
have to, in grocery stores and workplaces. These are the only two places a
‘good girl’ goes to. Somehow they understood, for they too had had trouble
in talking to people of the opposite sex, and they agreed. Within the next
three months, I was at a classroom with sixteen girls and nine boys, tightly
covered under my knee-length obedience.
 
I sat with the quietest girl and I slowly became her. Although I had always
been a dancer, I chose not to perform, because I believed that it would
keep me safe. And I wore my uniform, two sizes big. I was the ‘good girl’, I
had to be. So when I noticed a friend talking to a guy, with her palm
covering her smile, I assumed, he was manipulating her. I decided to
question her, and as I walked, my chest puffed to fake confidence I
whispered to her, asking why was she doing this. She was startled and felt
deeply judged, as she explained, that he was like a brother to her. I did not
understand, but I started to notice the purity in their relationship and so I
began to accept it. Some men and women can be friends, but the
relationship must be like that of a brother and sister. Innocent, protective,
and hopefully a little distant. I also accepted the couples in long term
relationships, because I believed in marriage. And I made a ‘guy friend’ –
the friend of my friend, whom I had never really talked to but had twice
lent a pen.
 
I was opening up to the possibility that maybe people of the opposite sexes
can be friends. But there was still a worry buried, what if one of them 
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intended something else? I decided that I would be careful. After school
ended, I decided to go to an outstation college, so that I could explore this
possibility and also develop myself as a person. Thus landed upon a
completely different side of the country.
 
My first day at law school had felt like a dream. I remember all the wall
hangings and stationaries I had bought and the books I had taken with me.
And I remember my roommate, and how we fought over tube lights,
mosquito repellent, and loud music. I had made acquittance with a girl
who only talked to a boy, but she was nice to me and so I chose not to
dislike her. But I had trouble believing that they both were not dating, as
they seemed close. I had seen my fair share of romcoms and read plenty of
chick-lit books.
 
I started by sitting with a boy in my class and kept our conversations
minimal, only limited to how much was needed. I was a ‘good girl’. And so
when the opportunity struck, I changed my seat, and sat with a girl,
choosing to focus on her sex than whether I liked her company.
 
After a semester, during my first internship, I made my first male friend.
And after office hours, he, a female co-intern, and I traveled to most
landmarks in the city, eating ice cream and making memories. I was
nervous and awkward, but they both accepted me. I took them out for
pizza on my birthday and we talked in silly jokes. By the time the
internship ended, I had learned a lot of things. Maybe, men and women
can be friends. For the first time in my life, the thought befriending a guy
did not make me feel dirty. And so after the internship ended, we kept in
touch. I had had bad experiences with men, but this somehow felt natural,
and safe.
 
By the end of that year, I started questioning my outdated beliefs. I had
befriended a boy and it was felt just like when I made friends with a girl. So
I decided to unlearn, and I taught myself new things. I told myself, it was
not my fault if someone brushed his arm on my thigh; I did not have to
hide if someone looked at my chest for too long. It does not mean
anything if he asks to borrow a pen; It does not mean he loves you if he
calls you late. If he calls you a friend, maybe he means it.
 
I started talking to more men and realized that some of their fears were
just like mine. When a male cried to me about his sister’s death, I cried too,
because I felt empathy and love for him, platonic and real. I realized, when
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 I was worried about others’ intentions, I was judging them, rather than
waiting to find who they were. I learned, to let people be. We are all homes
of ideas and dreams, locked by our unnecessary fears. To be free,
sometimes we have to let go. 
 
Thus, in the next two years, I forced myself to participate as many extra-
curricular activities as I could. I organized an event and talking to many
people in the process. People told me, I appeared much more confident
now. I had slowly, started to lose my fear of men. I spent time with my
friends from my internship and I felt happy. I danced on all three nights of
my college fest. 
 
Gradually, I also allowed my definition of love to change. I started to think
of it as beautiful, pure, and selfless. I decided to let people show me who
they were and in doing this I found that the world radiated positivity and
abundance. 
 
So I am choosing to become a good person and not a ‘good girl’. I have
started now, to learn things from experience and not movies and books. I
have stopped assuming what someone else might be thinking. I talk to
people I find interesting and sometimes have long conversations that reach
nowhere. I invite my male friends to my home, just like I invite my female
friends. And although I still find romantic relationships difficult, I accept
that growth is a process; I have to do it by myself, one step at a time. So last
night, after a virtual game of Ludo, with two of my closest friends, both
boys, I realized, men and women can be friends, even best friends, without
it meaning something different.
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SOMETHING MORE THAN "JUST FRIENDS"

By Preksha Jain

The question that has plagued so many adolescents in their already trying
time of moratorium, is the age old question of there being something more
in male-female friendships. The universality of dealing with inter sex
relationships have been illustrated via culture, religion, books and various 
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genres of movies and media. While cultures vary even within borders than
across them, when it comes to defining a relationship between the two
sexes, I believe we are more alike than we are led to believe.
 
“So, are you two.. just friends?”
 
Linguistics and communication are very important in social science fields.
The impact words have is not relegated to the interaction of two entities, as
calling a rival clan ‘cockroaches’ is said to be what snowballed into the
Rwandan genocide crisis. Thus, even when people say that they are ‘just’
friends, it has certain implications. ‘Just’ doesn’t only refer to the
relationship being defined as friendship, rather than it being limited to it.
This implies that deeper connections come only with romantic strings
attached, and ‘just friends’ cannot enter that jurisdiction. A duality stems
from this in how friendship is where there is love but no romance (and no
sex) yet, where there are friends with ‘benefits’ there is friendship but with
‘just’ sex. If all that separates friendship from ‘something more’ is sex and
exclusivity, doesn’t adding sex to friendship have any impact on the
commitment that comes from being friends?        
              
A friends with benefit’s situation has been explored on numerous
platforms. Referring to the sexual part of a friendship without any strings
attached as ‘benefits’ has linguistic implications as well. It is indicative of
how sexual aspects in a relationship are the better, beneficial parts. While
this on it’s own is valid, the issue arises when mainstream media portrays
these various situations all culminating in romantic relationships. This
leads people to wonder what the point is, and that men and women in
friendships cannot end the movie as ‘just’ that. Are rom-coms like Friends
with Benefits and No Strings Attached deluding us when the titles do not
match the endings? Movies like these illustrate why there's so much
confusion in defining various types of male-female relationships.
Psychologists (such as R. Sternberg) attempted to break down the
components of love into commitment, intimacy and passion to define it
better. Yet, he recognised how while various combinations resulted in
different types of love, the effects of the three components were still
interrelated. Hence, when it comes to matters of the heart, there is no ‘just’.
All components tend to interact at some degree or the other. Personally on
another tangent, I believe if you can be ‘just’ friends and still have sex, you
can be ‘just’ friends and not have it too. It does not have to be one or the
other.
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“Yeah we are but…. why do you care?”
 
The fact that the questions are asked and people want to know is evidence
of how every male-female relationship is more of everyone’s business as
compared to same sex friendships. Even in the Mahabharata, Shishupal
had publicly insulted Lord Krishna with regards to his friendship with a
married Draupati. He lost his head for it but even then, while the Gods
themselves endorsed inter-sex friendships, society wanted to condemn it
and assume infidelity. If the legends of the Mahabharata were not spared
from such ways of thinking, it’s naive to think that we would be. Whether
women and men are friends is not only limited to their business, but also
the expectations of society. 
You don’t see ‘just friends’ questions or friends with benefits in same sex
friendships represented in mainstream media. When we think of whether
men and women are capable of (platonic) friendships, we do so under the
assumption that ‘more’ is possible between them, thus making sexuality the
base of the question. In today’s world, despite recognising homosexuality,
there are traces of heteronormative biases in us. They say labels stick, but
sometimes the glue used to stick them blur those very labels. Our sexuality
and society’s expectations of them glues us to the pursuit of finding
answers of if there is ‘something more’ in our inter-sex relations. However,
what happens when people of opposing sexes identify with different
genders? Is sexual interest the only basis of this question? While society
slowly grasps whether men and women can be friends, sexuality and
gender open avenues to questions branching from the main one. Is it really
about a male or female, about a woman and man or two straight people
being “just friends”? Societal expectations guide how we approach the
question of friendship between men and women.
 
“I mean s/he’s just what I want in a partner but…”
 
Types of friendships vary across a spectrum. They could be platonic,
sexual but non-exclusive, lifelong or could have one person in the
friendship who’d want more. A breakdown of different types of friendships
is required to answer such a broad question. However, to narrow it down,
we could think of a type of friendship which everyone has witnessed either
as a third person or by being in one. It is in which two people are perfectly
suited to each other, and who could potentially work very well as romantic
interests. I don’t even need to quote pieces of fiction to illustrate this, as
the classic ‘will-they-won’t they’ is what most drama related content
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thrives on. As much as both entities deny it, I believe we cannot escape the
temptation to explore what a romantic relationship would be like with our
friends. Even if it is a brief musing, people have at some level thought
about it. At the same time, I also believe there is a reason two friends are
not anything more than that. I think that you cannot choose whom you fall
for, as it happens at a more biological, instinctive level while friendship is
more cognitive and purposeful. Sometimes those who are meant to be end
up together, and sometimes they just give us friendship goals, but no two
are the same. Hence, these fingerprint friendships stay that way for
whatever duration irrespective of the result. Our problem lies in wanting
to know the result of a friendship, while ignoring how the friendship is an
end in itself. The books/movies generally stop at the big romantic
gesture/wedding/ drive into the sunset and even if they don’t grow old
together- their story certainly does. Thus, understanding friendships at
their present status means more to me than the potential of change in the
status of that friendship. I think if we are capable of feeling connection and
attachment towards another human, we could have friendships irrespective
of the more or less than it.  
 
In conclusion, there are many ways to approach this question and yet no
defining answer. There are as many cases for the argument as there are
against. However, maybe this question on its own does not have any merit
unless considered with the other factors discussed above. Can men and
women be friends? In theory, and as we see around us practically they can.
Does this question need to consider aspects such as gender and sexuality?
Yes again, as they form the basis of the question but remain under
discussed. The most important takeaway for me as I thought about this
topic was that in this two person friendship, one must also recognise the
third person who is unconsciously present as well. If we keep male-female
friendships in a vacuum, they could reach our ideal, but as they exist in
society we should accept that as well. My solution is to let the status quo be,
let us find out for ourselves with each connection we make rather than
operate under the answer to that question, whatever it may be. Hopefully
the outside third person shouldn’t tarnish the friendship, as those two
continue to enjoy and learn as much as they can from their different types
of friendships.
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