


FOREWORD

Fire, a powerful and passionate element, can be

closely linked to the concept of freedom.

Although, commonly perceived as a volatile and

a destructive force, it is also seen as a

metaphorical force which encourages and

enables an individual to thrive in creativity and

challenges. Litscape, Volume IV, Issue II brings to

you, “Wings on Fire”, to celebrate the notion of

spontaneity, inspiration, intuition and great

passions.

- Aayushi Borwankar, Student Coordinator
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The sky that you And over temples,

walk under where the lord

painted in the colours of and his deities reside,

crimson and red, the prashad is distributed

with no sign of blue. and the fire

and you stand and admire from the yagnas rise.

the sky that stretches And the sky

far beyond you. in all its glory

Above the kitchens, covers all the

over the stove with Holy grounds too

the smoke coming out and if the sky

in wisps, sky is welcome everywhere,

disappearing into the when it too bleeds.

and the grandmothers, then why not girls                          

look out of the balcony Like you and me?

admiring the beautiful sight.   

- KRITI DUGAR
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My skin is the canvas;

People of the world, the 

painters;

Their words, the paint.

I have been coloured 

blue.

I have been coloured red.

I have been coloured 

orange

And even yellow.

But colours have now 

muddled to black

And bleed through my 

skin,

As ink through pages of a 

worn book.

They seep into my heart

And flow through my veins,

Reaching my body's every 

corner and nook.

If I am to be painted white

Will I be redeemed?

Will I be reduced to grey?

Or forever black, never to 

find green?

- EDEN 
EVANGELINE PAUL
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Wings of fire,

Life full of satire.

No sun around,

Stress surrounds.

With life full of falls,

I rise.
I rise to fly

Fly high in the sky.

Away from everyone's sight

Without the fear of what might

The flight is high.

But I sigh,
Sometimes life full of fall

There comes a call.

A life full of hopes

With someone around

As you set out to fly,

With the wings of fire
To live all your desire.

- VIDYA      
VISHWAKARMA
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"Its 12 am,

and mom thinks you are asleep,

yet you lie here,

but you are not gleaming at 
me.

What makes you think you can't 
shine? Why do you feel so low?

You are not incapable,

I know you too can glow.

You say you are not like me,

I believe it though,

you are you, and you can 
shine,

even if you have failed twenty 

times in a row. So close your 
eyes now,

And dream your favourite 
dream.

The journey is tough I know,

Its a task upstream.

But you will reach,

and fly too,

because if a ball of dust can 
shine,

So can you.
So goodnight my child,

Don't think beyond joy,

some day you will shine." said 
the stars to the boy

- PAAVNI AGARWAL
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You walk into the crowded space

And feel that somehow every eye in the room

Leers at every inch that makes you – You

So, you quietly walk away with

the crippling screams in your head,

trying to hold up that dying smile.

Next,

You stand in front of the Mirror

staring back at those shiny eyes

who moan the lack of your self-esteem

as if accusing you of loathing

your own self.

So, you start looking for validation everywhere

//beautiful dress//

//nice makeup suits you//

//gorgeous hair//

Etc.

- VAISHNAVI GUPTA

Litscape 5



You mistake validations as your confidence,
and the moment it stops – you break again

back to where you started.

only to realise you weren’t really building anything

but

walking on the heap of self-loathe.

After so many defeats,

you take deep sigh

close your eyes and

start collecting all the love you find

to build an empire,

it took time and patience but

you did it.

Some battles exist within you

it takes a few defeats for the

dawn of realization to take over

and patience to confront them

But

Once you know how to

spread your Wings

you’ll learn to Fly

with freedom.
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Cotton candies for God '

How can God eat all of them while I get none?
Does He not fear cavities?

Why can't He share it with me?

Isn't that called being selfish?

The angry four year old asked.

'Pillows!'

Yes God resides in heaven.

He requires a sound sleep to look after all of us now. 
Doesn't he?

Hence his gigantic comfortable pillows.

The rational six year old countered.

'Home for the departed'

The lost smiles, stories, dreams and their owners prance 
around on the vast trampoline.

Their stolen souls carefully tucked away in the crevices.

From the ledge,

peeping into the laughs and happiness of their ones,

And cherishing this breathtaking view.

The mourning nine year old whimpered

- SANJANA SATHISH
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'Oceans in the sky'

Their oceans

Our skies

A wonder both the 
worlds share.

Mythical creatures 

somersault in their 
endless seas.

While intrigued travelers 

explore an ocean that 
isn't blue.

The imaginative twelve 
year old suggested.

' A masterpiece of 
science'

The carriers of life giving 
rains,

Warm air greets the sky,

sails across the limitless 
blue ahead,

shivering in the frigidity,

Giving birth to the 
graceful patterns we 

behold.

The smart fourteen year 
old taught.
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Black and White

A series of contrast

The remains of a revolution.

The footprints of an invention.

The triumph of an economy.

The eighteen year old too was angry at the 
selfishness.

Only this time God isn't the reason.

We are.

- SANJANA SATHISH
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A prelude to winter,

As the leaves shed,

Withering of flowers,

Winds trying to spread 
dread.

The girl in the beige coat

Smiles in the breeze,

Memories of her first love,

That the winds brought with 
ease.

In the distance,

There are howls.

Children playing as they 
sway,

A gust of air

Whips spring out from 
beneath.

As it makes way for fall,

A fall she takes,

Rustling of leaves 
accompanies

And a scowl dominates her 
face.

Not a daydream this autumn 
day is

Just ordinary, not one to 
reminisce.

- SWETHA 
SADANAND
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There were thoughts, smoking up in the 
sky,

As my final days came closing by,

Speaking of which, I might sound naive,

But my hope for an answer is what kept 
me alive.

I have never waited this long,

And I don't really know what is going 
wrong.

‘Do I succumb?’ is all I thought;

With Faith and Valour I fought,

To keep alight the flame of my dying soul

And to save my heart from a gaping 
hole.

- ABIRHOTRA SINGH
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Are there days when a glimpse 
of me,

Crosses your mind? I beseech 
thee.

Does it bring a smile on your 
face?

Wishing you would have had 
me embraced?

Every fleeting moment of mine

Has blended dearly with the 
thoughts of thine.

From of the pool of broken 
dreams,

Your smiling face is all that 
screams.

So I wait every now and then

Often scribbling my thoughts 
with a pen.

Wondering if you feel the 
same for me

Or if you fly like a butterfly and 
sting like a bee?
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Taking a step forward and a leap of faith,

Is what would prove your will and desire,

Before you jump to eternal life,

Show me your passion, your wings on fire.

Don’t let your esteem drop down low,

If you think there is nowhere to go,

Feel your heart and body entire,
Then spread them wide, your wings on fire.

Don’t take a step back to back off,

There is no skill you lack,

You have the potential, you have the power

You need motivation, don’t slack off.

Get out there and show them ,

Because out there is jade and sapphire,

You are the diamond that’s shining bright,

The only one with the wings on fire.

- RYAN ADHIKARY
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PRISONER 
118

- AASHRAY MENON
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Silence pierced the still air of the afternoon. A chilly breeze suddenly
broke loose, weaving its way past multiple concrete buildings. He sat
upright on the only chair in the room. The harsh breeze reminded
him of how cold fate had been to him. He raised his gaze up and out
of the only window in the room, seeing the magnificent slopes of the
Himalayas spread out in front of him, as if an artist had decided to
spray out white heaven on canvas. He'd cherished the same painting
for the past 12 months, and his only grievance now was that he
would not see it tomorrow.

Every morning, he would get off his small cot in no particular rush.
Every morning, he would wince as his slumbering feet would
embrace the cold of stone. Every morning, he would stare out of the
same window, almost conversing with the mountains. He would
measure her contour, trace his hand over her curves and romance
her figure. He would reach out, yearning for whatever warmth her
frozen slopes could afford. But today was not like every other day.
Today, he was finally getting out.

Now, looking around, he realized exactly how uncomfortable his
room was meant to be. It was a very small room, barely enough for a
crowd of five to stand in. The walls were painted in a dull shade of
grey, which proved to be a spectacular contrast to the image just
outside the window.

The window was barred, of course. It offered him little comfort from
the cold; but it did wonders for his spirit. He would often stand in
front of it for hours and dream of hope; of the infinite landscape that
seeped into his cell through the three iron bars that ran the length
his window. He would ponder the possibility of being unchained. Of
course, a window, if nothing else, tends to be a prisoner's greatest
salvation.

Litscape 14



Quite soon into his sentence, he realized that his
favourite window would be his biggest damnation.
The first few weeks he drew inspiration from his
portal to the free world. The next few months he saw
a surging frustration, and the months after that some
anger; but it was often the bitterness of regret that
put him to sleep each night.

This morning he had stayed on his cot longer than he
normally would have. He watched as the sun graced
his body in broken bursts as the clouds wove in and
out of the light of the sun’s affection. And suddenly,
for the first time in six months, he felt a fleeting
desire to get up, to be awoken from the unbounded
decadence that had consumed him in this stagnant
cell. He woke up this morning with a new-found
vigour in his eyes; he didn't even flinch when his feet
hit the floor.

He was still in the chair when he heard the sound of
footsteps coming from the long corridor that led to
his barred sanctuary. His cell was always secured by
two guards. As he heard feet shuffle and the rattling
of keys outside his cell door, he stood up and faced
the door with the anticipation of a young man
entering his lover's bedroom for the first time. The
key jangled in the lock for what felt like an eternity
before it finally clicked open.
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The old metal door creaked open to reveal the hefty figure of
the prison warden on the other side. For a brief moment,
they locked eyes and none of them moved. The warden’s
uniform might have screamed professionalism, but his
emotions betrayed it. Slowly, a smile crept onto his face.
Stepping aside, he beckoned Prisoner 118 to follow him. The
young man nodded enthusiastically - he knew his time had
come. They did not utter a single word during the exchange;
seldom do a master and a slave engage in conversation.

Prisoner 118 had looked forward to this moment for months.
From the minute he knew he would be leaving, he'd spent
hours thinking about this very moment. Unsurprisingly, he
did not waste any time. He looked around his cell callously.
He wouldn't be taking anything with him.

He felt eyes on him from the minute he stepped out of his
cell. The corridor they walked down looked exactly like a
corridor that would house murderers and rapists. The young
prisoner wasn't sure if it was poor lighting or the crime
around him, but it seemed to get darker as he kept walking.
Criminal eyes glared at him from both sides. He could feel
their anger, their frustration, their envy. For passion or coins
they had found themselves in this institution. Now they
were watching one of their own, leave.
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The prisoner of course, was a product of constant human
enterprise. He was born into the dust of a village that
served neither the economy nor the politics of the
country. Like most children there he grew up oblivious and
hungry. By the time he had finished whatever abridged
version of education his hamlet could offer, he realized his
difficulties stemmed from his empty pocket. His mind
became more suggestive of need than his stomach did.

At the ripe age of 17, he picked his first lock. At 19, he held
a gun for the first time. The same day he spent hours
listening to his elders preach of new order and religion.
Two days later he took his first life. Three years later he
had killed his last. The law was quick with him, of course.
These were villages that would never be marked on a map.
They had a history for the lawless.

Somewhere in the corner of this village that lingered on
the edge of existence were two women. One had brought
him into this world and the other was to bring his own into
it. Both of them mourned. Only one of them mourned
another day. The day he was caught, he only used one
bullet but he had killed two people. How unfortunate for a
man to lose both his freedom and lover on the same day?
Shackles do not go well with the burden of death. And so,
he was never told about it.
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The prisoner was still thinking about his unborn child
when faint streaks of sunlight grew bolder at the
end of the corridor. The passage led out to a square
yard. The yard was minimal, and surrounded by
prison cells from all sides. Stepping out into the
yard, the prisoner finally saw his freedom. The
warden noticed the same. He turned around and
faced the prisoner.

"Ready?", he muttered, reluctant to let his prisoner
go. His convict merely nodded. Formality was not on
the agenda today. The warden stepped to the side
and watched as the guards escorted the prisoner
towards the middle of the yard.

As he climbed the steps of the makeshift structure
on the lawn, he felt nervous for the first time in
months. Just above the northern prison block, he
caught a glimpse of the snow laden peaks he held so
close to his heart. The guards did not rush him and
neither was he in a hurry. Gently, they guided him in
between the two columns that supported the
gallow.

Litscape 18



The prisoner was no stranger to death. He had
spent his last few living years burning villages
and taking lives. For years he had been the face
of death and now, he was staring at his own
reflection. For the first time in years, he turned
to religion. ‘I am in the temple of crime, and I am
about to be blessed at its alter’, he thought to
himself. For the first time in years, he offered a
prayer to the heavens.

He hardly felt the rope go around his neck. Not
for a single moment did he take his eyes off of
the mountains he'd come to love so dearly. And
only then did he realise that he had always been
another stranger to her. Another face in the
system that takes as many lives as it saves. And
suddenly it dawned on him that he had become a
stranger to his own dreams. Somewhere in the
distance, he heard the warden giving the
command.

And then, there was silence.
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From Rags to Riches

Little Abdul gazed longingly at his sister as her little feet
embraced the bicycle pedals on a hot summer day. It was
Safina’s last day with him, as she was to leave with her
uncle the very next day. Birds chirped all the way along, as
if to tell Abdul, to not to get worried about her. She has to
go, they chirped in unison, it was necessary, for both her
and the family of four. In fact, Soraya, Abdul’s mother,
lovingly whispered, as she stroked his hair, “As a daughter
and a member of the family, it is required that she goes with
him. That will bring us happiness and respect”. Abdul threw
tantrums, even vowed to give up his leg piece for a month,
but everyone refused to hear his pleas. He was going to the

kitchen in a foul mood, but then he paused. He saw Safina
lovingly packing the bright new uniform in her trunk, as the
brown paper roll and the glue waited for her grasp. She had
smiled for the first time in front of Abdul. He carefully tip toed
to the kitchen, where his mother was preparing dinner.

“Ammi, please give Safiya my share of leg piece for
tonight”.



- SIMRAN ANN VERGHESE 
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One summer evening, my grandfather and I sat
sipping tea under the shade of our favorite mango
tree in the courtyard. It was here, while narrating
stories from his childhood spent in the hills, that
grandpa first told me about the Kurukku Padai.

“The Nilgiri Hills in the Western Ghats are a feast to
the eye, especially on a clear evening, when the
setting sun paints it with a haze of blue. Watching
white clouds passing over these mountains, is a
heavenly experience even for the most mundane
souls, soon transfixed at the beauty, nature could
reveal on earth.
The Anamudi, which is supposed to be the tallest
mountain in South India - is home to some of the
rarest flora and fauna, which have been protected
from the year 1940.
The Ibex, a species of mountain goat, roam around
the slopes of these hills with sure footed jumps on
ledges and rock outcroppings without a care.
The Neelakurinji - that bloom once in 12 years -
cover the lower slopes of the hills. I first saw these
flowers sitting on the shoulders of my father.
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I saw them again; as a young boy of sixteen, with strong legs,
that helped me climb the slopes with ease through winding
tracks in teagardens, known as Kurukku Padai in Tamil. Though
they are very steep and slippery, they help cover large stretches
in a jiffy.
My older brother and I were always on a lookout for small game
in these tea gardens.
Like the Barking deer, with shiny brown coats, short horns and
slim legs that enabled these animals to jump and sprint through
slopes and ditches, with both speed and agility.
Or the Junglefowls, that one could easily spot when they
perched on trees. The Cocks had long curved black tails with
beautiful multicolored red, brown and black feathers, while the
females were better camouflaged with feathers in different
shades of drab grey.
During some trips, we took divergent routes to cover large areas
in lesser time. We had developed three whistling codes - one
helped us know each other’s location and the other signaled
spotting a game. The third one was used to signal retreat, as we
were expected to be home before dark. These codes also served
the purpose of not scaring any animal, as speaking or yelling
would cause them to hide and flee.
My brother - several years older than I, was a sharp shooter and
the only responsibility he assigned to me, was to carry the gun
before a shoot and as we headed back home. After two years
however, this subjugation turned to resentment, as I was never
allowed to shoot any game – big or small.
One Saturday evening, while my brother was engaged in his
favorite game, football, I decided it was time I went hunting on
my own. So I asked my mother. She agreed only on two
conditions – one, that I took the watchman along with me and
two, I took only the 20 bore shotgun – used for rabbits and
birds.
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Both these conditions were unacceptable to me, they hurt my
ego. I was 16 years old and considered myself a well
experienced hunter.
So I quietly slipped out of the house and threaded through the
route we routinely used. Sure to be home with the head of a
Sambar - with huge antlers – which I would then hand over to
the taxidermist, who would turn it into a trophy we would
proudly hang in our home.
I plodded on slowly and silently, to the pastures where the deer
consumed their evening greens. Suddenly I saw the short horns
of a Barking deer, popping out through the tea bushes; I crept
forward to get a full view and to my amazement, spotted a
female deer grazing close beside him.
I was thrilled, but had neither the will nor the inclination to
shoot a loving pair. So I stuck to my place of hiding, without
disturbing them.
Soon however, the pair moved further upwards towards the
Sholas – a tropical forest range that lies above the grassland.
Curiosity made me mount up the hillock after them. However,
as soon as I reached the periphery, I happened to gaze at the
sky and fear gripped me, the sun had set and I needed to return
home immediately.
Fear soon gave way to panic, as none of the Kurukku Padais
were now visible and with my each step downhill, the darkness
grew thicker. It wasn’t long before I realized I was lost, and I
cried out due to sheer frustration. I prayed seeking mercy for
my insolence and called out to my mother, promising to never
again go against her will.
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The crying seemed to calm my nerves a little, as I was soon
able to spot a Kurukku Padai. I quickly hurtled down, the
sharp edge of the bushes pricking me on every side. All of a
sudden, my foot slipped, the barrel of the gun hit me on
my head and I was flat on the ground. I used all my
strength to sit up and with a dizzy head and bleary eyes
saw a pair of glittering eyes staring at me. I grew hysterical
and closed my eyes, knowing well I would be shred into
pieces by a wolf. A few minutes passed by and when
nothing happened, I opened my eyes to find myself
surrounded by fireflies.
With renewed hope I sat up and in what seemed like a
miracle, heard the faint whistle of my brother, asking for
my location. I replied with all the strength left in my lungs
and after a few moments saw two flickering hurricane
lamps and the long beam of a torchlight winding up the hill.
I soon stood facing my father, brother and the watchman.
Expecting a good trashing as I reached home, I breathed a
sigh of relief as my mother received me with open arms
and prayed a silent prayer of forgiveness to god.
‘I have sinned against you and my parents…Forgive me.’
Now, far away and in the sunset days of my life, I still
dream of the green carpeted hills, the evergreen tea
bushes and beautiful hills with salubrious weather.
And I say to them ‘I miss you,’ even though I know, I will
never again be able to climb, any of the Kurukku Padai.”
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- SHRADDHA BOSE
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He liked the red ones best. I knew it from the very first day I 
welcomed him into my 889 sqft filled with stuff that any kid could 
ever wish for. But all he chose was to blankly stare at the almost 
dead red rose that stood by the window and walked towards the 
half-withered rose with eyes fixated on it. Approaching it, had 
smoothly torn away the petals from the stem and kept them locked 
in his fist.
Strange, isn't it? That night he slept with a tightly closed fist with 
tints of red trying to escape the tiny finger gaps.

Milad, the boy I took in from the streets of Afghanistan during the 
war of 2001, was not the usual cute little ordinary neighbourhood
kid, as one could easily mistake him for. Yes, he was all rosy plum 
cheeks and cute written all over him but not ordinary. How could he 
be? There, Mr President attacked the Talibans and all he saw was the 
dead bodies or more precisely, the dismantled body parts of his 
"Khaala" (aunt),who never missed an occasion to feed him Afghani 
sweets or of the person that he loved most, his "Ammi". He lived 
there with his mother and her sister as his dad was long gone even 
before that.

My work as a field journalist took me to the Great Afghan War of 
2001 which we most often find as a paragraph in the history text 
books of today as "Operation Enduring Freedom". Still trying to find 
out how can a War fit in a paragraph or even in a book for that 
matter. But nonetheless.

Now, years later, seeing him stand on the podium of Portland Art 
Museum Exhibition, displaying his soon-to-be world famous 
masterpiece "The Lady in Red" I'm taken to that box of flashbacks 
which leads up to this day in my life

I found Milad and He found me.
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