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To the years we've shared and the moments that have shaped us,
We dedicate these written words to honor their significance. As the
editorial team pondered upon the theme, "Tempus Fugit," the
notion that time flies struck a chord close to our hearts. Nothing
makes the value of togetherness more conscious than the swift
passage of time. Through its limit and paradoxical beauty, time has
taught us to cherish each other, fostering growth and
understanding.

In its fleeting passage, time has penned the most beautiful pages of
memories, ones filled with fulfillment and reassurance. These
memories will act as soft pillows on tough days of life.
Through our reflection of the past, we aim to welcome the future
with the same positivity and joy that this Institution has provided
us.

While we were taught academic subjects with care, it was the

lessons of love and true womanhood that resonated most deeply.

With much love and a warm adieu,

The Editorial Team
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T4 is a little hard fo believe that it's been three years
~ since I first walked in through the gates of this
college. I barely recognise the person I was then. But

the thoughts? I remember them with absolute
clarity. When I found out that colleges were really
opening, when the reality loomed over me, I was not
as excited as I once was.

There was excitement of course, who would want $o
miss out on their college life after all? But along with it
was some amount of anx;e+y a tiny bit of fear and a
complete unfamiliarity of the place and its people. These
girls, who are all wonderful in their own way and who
have become some of the closest friends I've ever had,
scared me. Covid and lockdown had rendered my sccidl
abilities useless. Since I hadnt gotten to meet anyone in
the past two years, I'd forgoHen how to interact with

people, let alone making small talk with new ones.

April 2024




I hoped against hope that there would be others
like me, a liHle awkward, a liHle confused, but still
excited. After being in the same school for eleven
years, I already had my perfect little life in place. I
had my friends, who I'd known since the beginning of
our school years, I had our teachers, who had
taught me since I was a kid, and I had the
familiarity of the school grounds. The dimly lit
classrooms, the chill of the morning air on the
grounds, and the same old prayer in assembly had a
strange comfort and warmith.

WrH\ a new CO”ege I barely knew the who and the
what of the place. All I knew about my classmates
were their voices, with no face o Pichur?e them with.
I only knew the buildings and the grounds from the
handful of times I'd been there, and T was sure I'd
get lost. T+ was strange o see the older students
greet each other so warmly, and talk fonc“y about
the memories they made in junior college, when I
knew nothing and had no+hm9 {o contribute.
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I} was even stranger to see how at ease other new
students were, how they didn't have even half the
doubts that I did. But looking at them made me fee|
more confident. I+ made me want o be more like +hem,
open and honest and fr‘iendly, and hOPe that I migH find

some great friends after all |
I hoped that I could remember faces and people and
incidents. I wanted fo know everyone as a litle more
than disconnected voices and names, and a litHle more as

the little quirks that make them so unique.
It's funny how the idea of a girls’ college conjured so

many weird images in my mind. Some were funny,
some were warm, but all of them were extreme ends
of a spectrum, Two years age, all I could think about
were can\CigHS and drama, with lots of gossip, -
- screaming and perhaps even some amount of
scratching and hair pulling.
The other thought was much more bearable, but
sickeningly sweet, of friendship and love and a sacred
sisterhoed and whatnot.
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When I met these girls, they shattered every single
beliet I held. These were the type of people who |ooked
Ou+ for me, who introduced me fo the others and +OO|<

| me under their wing in a way.

Now that I know them, I feel so strangely familiar, as if
I've always known them: The jokes and the smiles and
the hugs mere Jrhan macle uP for the awkwarcl moments.
T wasn't the only one groaning and complam;ng about the

tiring PrClC'hces hectic lectures and s+ress—mc|ucm9 |
assignments. T wasn+ the only one Panmkmg before an

exam, framlically cramming as- much knowledge as I

5 could
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Happy moments make for grea+ memories, but it is
moments like these that are the real ones, where we
struggle together and upon which we will look bdéki

‘ cmcl laugh
e, breaks my heart fo think that in a few short
mon-H'ns I will be walking. info a place where my girls
won't be by my side. But I can't wait $o see them go
out in +he world ancl gyve it the warm+h ancl love they
| gave el oo
To the momen+s JrhaJr are ;rrevocable ;rreplaceable _

~The value of a moment 90“3 ancl l;vecl offen e
| Jrhe s+reng+h af ;+s memory~ ‘
-Abha Pa+warc|han
TRAA
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Home is where the Heartis

‘But why so far?’

'Because I want to. Because if I stay here any
lenger,, I know I would combust and become this
dementor that will suck away your happiness.
Because distance is the enly way our relationship
can be mended. Because distance is the only thing
that would make me |ove you again. Because my
arms are tired from being pulled from opposite
sides. Because I know that you would forgive me if
I let the other side win. Because my dream is calling
me and if I don't listen to it, i+l fade away. Because
I know that if I 4o, I can come back. Because if T
stay, I would become you. But if T g0, I would

‘: become some+h:n9 you wanted to be. Isn't that

EEEEEESRELSR better mom¢”




I never said this out loud. She wouldn't understand.

Nor did T want to break her heart by telling her
{his. I wasnt that cruel. So instead, I told her that
what I wanted wasn't here. She prefended to
understand. And I tried to hide the lump in my
throat.

—-— (\\7 —

I still remember the day clearly, or night I suppose.

My brother came to me frantically telling me that
he forgot about an important test he had the next
day. I remember sitting with him fill he was dene
s+udyin9 for his test. I also remember crying in the
dark, wishing for it to last forever, so the day I
had to go far away from him never comes. I had
this immense quilt of passing on the burden of
being the listener of the house, something I had

Pro—l-ec-l-ecl h;m from I cr;ecl because afhow selﬁsh

:+ was of me to choose only for myself. T cried for

how badly I wanted to be selﬁsh
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On the other side of the door, there it was, the

floating dream, the one I was so close to grab. The
dream that I ran fowards, without looking back
Without trying to understand what it did +o the

people I called home. It was so delicate, so full of

o1

uncertainty yet the urge fo fulfill it was so fierce that '.

I ran fowards it. So fast that my home couldn’t catch
UP.

When I grabbed that dream, I turned around, looking
for them to tell me how proud they were of me. But
in that fog, just a silhouette was visible, the voices
sounding hazy. I ran towards the silhouette, this time,
determined to grab their hands with ene hand and
holding my dream with the other. But the more I ran,
the farther they seemed. I ran fill I realised the

_ dream was weighing me down. I+ was so tiring to hold

.l. ClnCI FuUn. Ye-l- af ran. i hqcl 'l'O shOW -H\em 'H'\IS dream

~—But then the voices said, ‘Go, we're here. We've got

your back. Don't leok back’. . .

] ||
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As soon as I held that dream like a trophy, my

mother never asked me why? She just cried silently as

I left home every time. My father never cried, yet he

was always unable to talk when it was time to say
goodbye. My brother never asked me o teach him, yet
he always hugged me goodbye, even when he told me he

hates hugs. I ook these pieces of affection, stored
them in a box and sailed far away. And whenever I go
back with the half-empty box, my heard, I fake more

. of it; making sure I give something back. This give and

~fake in our relationships is always there, we just don't

notice i+ until we've sacrificed some+hm9

—
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V I hold hat dream like a portal. Once I let go of i, T |

become the person I was before chasing it. Tt mj

transforms info a world where I go back home, or fo o
the people who make the house feel home. The one

where I grew up. The one where I learnt my first ~ ©

words. The one where I ache fo go back to holding

+hat dream.

But as soon as I pick the dream, I am transformed
into a world of found family. A place where the people
didn't have to love me, but they did. The one where I

got to know myself. The one where I live the life I
wanted yet, my heart screams at me to take it back

home.




Home. I have fwo now. The place where I grew up and

the place where I live now. So much love, yet I feel so

lonely when I think of home. Where do I belong? The
place where I spent |18 years of my life or the place that

changed everything the 18 year old girl knew? They say
home is where the heart is, but what if my heart is forn

info fwo?

Purva Joshi
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Yeh Unn Dtno Ia Baat
%, | Hain

Dear inner child,

People came,
People went away,
~ And some stayed
- But where are you?
Are you gone?
Are you still there?
- Will you come back?

And ;f you do, wil yOu s+c|y?

All +hese hovels rangmg from |
thriller ancl romance
Yet nothing hits close to
home like aaji’s bedtime
stories
Where fairies sung and
danced
In a land of pink skies and

orange candy trees. -Ashlésha Patil
| ot SYBA A
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[t'll cost me a time machine. To chang"e my - \'
prejudice towards the institute that's given me &
beyond measure. To revisit the absolute bliss of . |

letting go. The art of loving art and that of !

readlng between the lines. Often left in the
> corner of my mmd were mterpretaﬂons these
years brought to the centre. My core has
changed, yet stays the same, its grown to
accepting new additions.

T

| transition from a haven to uncertainty, it'll
~ cost me a time machine to experience a-home -
outside home. ['ll go back to the day life
transmoned to'a new scene where fhmgs were
better than fragedy My ¢ognitions thanking the
universe for letting'me be the antihero. I'll let
my thoughts flow and wion't bother coHechng
them in a jar, waiting for someone who hked
- cookies

April 2024



I Il let my words convince rather than |
< my silence speak I'll assure and |
{ reassure those | love as they affirm |
i me of their acceptance. I'll read those|
~ poems and prose again, let them

~ make me feel invincible and learn

from them the craft of reading
~ people. I'll take that time machine -

“and live my bestyears again. Let it
- give me the oxymoronic combmaﬁgn

of tranqu:lhty in chaos |

For the roads | took and the dead ends that met me,
leading to better beginnings. It'll cost me afortune
for fhaffortunate past, filled with joy, my firsts and
lasts. Yet'no amount seems to fill the empty nest
= that t:meﬂewfrom As | look at what's left, it's fike-
trymg to hold onto everythmg at once. lfocus on
one thing, but then another swiftly emerges, and
" there's always more to take in. So | let my pen
touch paper, tell and remember stories of the best
years yet until it costs mea hme mzachme to hve

| T 1ank you so much maam. Have a good

nigh rv
Good night, sweetheart. Dont ever
stop writing@Qy
Sania Maryam p—
Good night, sweetheart. Dont ever stop
TYBA (A) wring®

| promise you, | won't. @)
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Kyunki Zinda Hu Maut.
my ZNMD moments

"And we're offl Time's ticking away my friends—" The |
words echoed in my mind as I stood on the stage,
adrendline coursing through my veins. I+ was my
first-ever dialegue in theatre, and in that moment, I
felt alive. The \Cecn?-H\cnL had held me back for so long
melted away as I embraced the thrill of Performmg |
But that wasn'} the only place I found my liberation. -
That was only the beginning. I realized, while T was on

s+c19e and facing the crowd, I was living in a glass
castle and affer +hat Performance where I spewed
out satirical harsh truths , the glass castle didn't
really shatter but I was able o look through it and

ﬁnally see the world that wasn't chs+0r+ec| by a

tinted glass. |
It was in the rush of running in the middle Of the
road, throwing caution fo the wind and $he

spontaneous moments of dancing freely with my girls.

April 2024




I could feel the rhythym and the awkwardness in my
movement as we belted out lyrics to Taylor swif}'s
songs. |
Writing became an important channel for me to
- express myself authentically. Submitting my first
article for the periodical and crafting my first poem
were moments of vulnerability and +riumph. Despite
the self-doubt, they were my creations, a reflection
of my innermost thoughts and emotions, and they
became my favorites, imperfect yet uniquely mine.
Studying poems and plays opened me up fo a whole
new world of imagination and inspiration as I delved
info each line and found myself crying, connecting and
envisioning it all. This love simply stemmed from the
sheer joy of learning and discovering the beauty of
human expressions.
Does the thought of never feeling these emotions
scare me? Yes, but that's no reason o stop enjeying

+hem.

April 2024




I still some+;mes s+ru99|e w;Jrh fears of fa:lure af +he '
unknown, they linger in $he corners of my mind. But
T've learned that it's okay o be afraid. I's okay o
embrace.-}_ﬁe uncertainty and danc'e in +he rain
(Something I haven't physically done yet but infend o)
because these moments are transformative, bringing
out resilience and creativity with a depth that may
surprise your own self.
So, Jus+ breathe and take it all in one s+ep a+ a +;me )
You've got -st |

~Zainab Tamim

- AL g
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\ Floa ting
Moments

A sky lover, that's
what they call me. Oh
no, that's what I cdll
myself, they call it a
nuisance when I stop

by to capture it.

They say it's the same every day.

“Every time you capture it, the same shades and
clouds are there” I walk past them, smiling at the
fish-shaped cloud I fiqured this time. Then I point
aqain at the sky, moments before it was blue-gray
now it is pink-purple. Are you sure it'll be the same
again® Maybe someday it will, but every-l-hing beneath
it will change.

ri] 2024




The sunlight danced : 'f

as the |eaves o

RTRA 40

swayed, and
butterflies
accompanied me as T 1
made my way. To
where? I don't know.
For now, I'm in a
world no one is
aware of.

If I hadn't furned
my gaze, T would
have missed the

love




I look at this image and I'm reminded of a time,
tough and fun. I'm reminded of the smile it brought
to my face and the calmness in my heart. I'm
reminded of the runs I used to make just to get fo
this part. I'm reminded of the breeze in my hair and
the warmness of the sun on my skin. I'm reminded of

times dark but how this was my bane. As the water
diamonds danced and the sound of the breeze, ducks,

_and birds chirping became music, I was transported

|

away from my worries o a world of my own. A

orld I wan+ o name now to remember it. My go—fo

ce? My home? Or \us+ A Par*} of 1 rr TSRS oy
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I looked at it
long enough fo
make sure T
absorbed, every
curve, every
fold, every
shade, and
highlight of it
Only to come
back to a
wilting one the
next day,

I was sad that day.

But Hope, that's what I see
In these moments of blooming and wiling. One

. momen+ it's bright and the other it's preparing o

be brighter.
—D;vvya Agarwaal
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Bride Masquerade

Year aqo, I walked through this aisle,
White veil occasion, white roses ahead,

A promise of new beginning as I wanted i+ o be,
But by the fime I arr:ved the roses were dead
And our vows were doomed
‘White now speckled with black and rust

s a shqmg we died widowed

But I walk-}hrcdgh the same aisle again, in dust
Like a spirit wandering around for it's last wish,
My mascara running, my skin all bruised and blue,

Standing in that once beautiful bridal dress,
Waiting and my lifeless eyes still searching for you,

But it's not the same aymEce




The wéclcling, it's a horrible masquerade
The seats occupied by our ghOul quests,
Half eager and ignorant as the humanity in them
begins {o fade,

And turn inte monsters we once feared.

But tell me my |ove, would you gi\ie this an another
chance?

To pronounce each other husband and wife,

~ And have our anficipated first dance,
Because I know semewhere the human instincts live.

So tell me, are you wishing the same?
Because I-am willing o as I decay every day, o
My desperate attempt to rekindle the flame, -

Would you fake me fo be yours in this masqueracl.‘ |

~Ashlesha Patil |
SYBA A
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A page from my dai
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"T know my friends might probably kill me for using
this picture, but this picture depicts exactly how we
are ~ chaotic, loud, and never able to get the whole
group in a single frame (but at least we stick together
till the end, aqainst the myth of college friends breaking
apart by the last semester). Each one of us is so
unique and different, and yet together we bring out the
best in each other. My friends have made my
graduation journey wholesome in its true essence. I

love you all @"."
April 2024 -



"Three cheers fo my sporty
qang.. hip hip hurray!

B o
#507  These girls were nothing less

; 3 . _l_han -ﬁre on -H‘]Q'l' moun'l'Clm

. (Uderally, foo). Memories of

ik
-

TYBA Aﬂif T that mountain—top with you

all by my side are etched so
deeply, even time itself
p couldn't erase them. Thank

ma! %“Af’ | you for convincing me o
) e, join. 26
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That sunny afternoon in that little kitchen,
Just baking strawberry tarts while alse dancing to
every song,
~ The pensiveness now nething but giddy laughter,

Something that was lost for so |ong..

The world was now pink, sugary, messy but so fun,
Lost in the moment but I found myself right there
The childish anticipation could not be held back
When the scent of delicious delight filled the air.

Where was this before? I don't know, but the joy is
- back with me,
And the serotonin dose in this liHle +ard,
Fresh, warm and sweet like my new found soul,

Yes, it was just a confection but for me, it was an art;

The art of finding happiness in the little moments. o

—~Ashlesha Patil ﬂé
%

SYBA A
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Cheerful hours

Now I dance in the rain
imagining what my life brought me
a bunch of screwed folks whoe are

my spitting image.

what stories we lived..




F:;[ow.easily they become "ours"
miss them a little today ancl.

{omorrow a ot

an hOur las i
glass moving in matrix and we

stand still in.

A«
witl



Dur cheer‘Ful hOurs
s it me feel;ng +oo much? .
Happy P;”s sleepy pills, magic pills deadly +hey are
Oh how I weonder what my castle will look hke On 'H\e
' : beach +Oday o :

but I M sure rP” w:+hs+and 'H\e ches hke. once

I d;d wnLh +hem




Forget love, their longing is all T need,
the food, the water, the dreading walks and o
beautiful pictures in what happiness breeds. :

I won't call them my heaven, they are my s

flowers in hell.

~Harshal Rapol

TYBA A

3




LI

I'IITEU‘I_E_EI TION




I WC]"<€C| down

This read
Not knowing
That this would
Be the last time
T'll see
The flowers
Constantly blooming Than they ever had
Under the guidance The water
Of the {rees At the water hole tasted
s Vel it SRR
AP;rerhe to go r n e nit oeiing
" & And now as i lef+ +he reoad
= behind
T wonder

B Will i ever find this road
W 29en .
g s ~Tanvi Pingale

TYBA A 32

April 2024






D)

'sassasssscsssssssscsssssnsen

| don't have many photoé of me from my
college days since | was infinitely more
| comfortable being behind the lens than in
front of it. In the handful that | do have, |
am still behind a camera in most of them. At
every college event- big and small- | was
there with my team, geared up, with a
camera in my hand and a tripod slung across

my back.

Dept. of English

R -Prof. Hiteshi .

In my head, | was Deadpool. Albeit with just one
"katana" and nowhere close to having that level of swag.
The funny thing is | only got into photography because |

didn't have the courage to refuse when someone asked

me to register for the photography club.

- Looking back, not being able to say no then was one of
the biggest catalysts to my character development arc.
College wouldn’t_ have bee_:n nearly as fun and, more
importantly, | wouldn't have become at least kinda-sorta

cool had | refused that offer.

April 2024 33
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https://padlet.com/sgokcora1/st-mira-s-college-borough-of-manhattan-com-college-coil-the--qgaudqwivldoupbv/wish/2931237549

Woh din bhi kya din the...

-Asst. Prof. Komal T
Dept. of English

My first fancy dress where |

~ was a "bhajiwali". | went up on,
stage to say my lines but got . :
terrified and ended up crymg

instead. At /eastl was cute &

53 KODAK PORTRA 400

' Col/ege blrthday
’ partyts A

Eating Indian food in Spain
after starving for days. |
love Indian food

April 2024 < 34
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T Al thd WA gid Tal,
ToR Bld WY Segl Idrd
& SR ehled ARl TG, 3T&d
sl .

- ST Y TeATdT Ha aXas

HoTaraf.

-Asst. Prof. Manjila K.
Dept of Sociology

April 2024
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L1A & 12

These are the only 2 photographs | have of my college days and they
bring back such a flood of memories — how young and carefree we
were! | feel such happiness when | see these photographs for more
than anything else they remind me of the years when | was finding
myself and becoming the person who | am... College years are just

that — the time when you find yourself and grow and become, in some

measure, the person you truly are. Moreover, you also find your
lifeling friends here. | did and we are still in touch even though it's
been 37 years since then. 37 years! Where did all that time go?
Tempus, really, fugit, doesn't it!

-Asst. Prof. Suhaile Azavedo
Department of English

April 2024







Time flies, leaving behind a trail of

memories that often center around
college days. Those years are a whirlwind
of experiences, from the excitement of
new beginnings to the bittersweet
farewells at graduation. In college, every

day felt like a new adventure, whether it

S3IH0LS VANVD

was making lifelong friends, pulling all-

nighters for exams, outings with friends,




@ exploring new passions and interegts fand

friends applauding at our successf The
memories we cherish are like snapshots frozen
in time: the laughter in the psychology labs

(that were referred as Our Dungeon), Laughter

over paper dosas (that was referred as

Friendship Dosa, which is evident from its

size!)

As time passes, these memories becom

even more precious, serving as a reminder of =
the person | was and the journey | taken to
become who | am today. So, while time
may fly by, the memories of ourl college
days remain etched in our hearts forever. | -Asst.Prof. Sharmin P.
Dept of Psychology

APl"i.l 2024 3%
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Without Them

The first shrine of meals
The first morsels of love
The first bouts of anger
The first shame of insuls
Mean nothing

Without them

The first pats on backs

The first words of advice

The first signs of frustration
The first delights of pride
Mean nothing

Without them

The dark dungeons of doom
The dark horrors of minds
The dark alleys of Jaipur
The dark fights of souls

Weren't fought

Without them



The light of Jiberation
 The light of strength
The light of erudition
The light of this light
Wasn't achieved
Without them

s R NOH'\ing
’ Without them

| Al

With
out them

~Ummesalama Karu = -
2022-23
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'«." Theonline era- 2020 story

% It was in my second year of BA & I had opted for a theatre
credit course and the performance was in Jan 2020. For the

performance, we practiced 4-S.. this meant missing out on
lectures. For Poetry & Optional English, I couldn’t fiqure out the
details of the stories and the poems. I tried hard. Then I
requested Snober Ma'am if she could help with them. She agreed-
no questions asked, no comments on anything she agreed with
her signature reassuring smile. She fook | lecture for poems and
covered all the poems I had missed. For optional English, it was
just twe of us in the class but sfil, she turned on the TV &
taught me using the presentation & cleared all my doubts. She
didn't have to but she did. She went out of her way to help me.
She's so passionate about her work & goes the extra mile- no

wonder we used to lovingly call her Snober Mom.
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; I+ was one of our last lectures, one of those bittersweet days
W in college where you're on the cusp of a new chapter. Callen and
I shared a desire o express our gratitude to our feachers.
We brainstormed and decided on a heartfelt gesture: making
f2 Hearts & Thank You cards to present during our lecture. We

o

'&
¢

" meticulously planned our surprise, crafting a script and
% coordinating our efforts. :
- | When we reentered the virfual classroom after '-iO 4S minutes,
Suhaile Ma’am surprised us by +urmn9 on her camerq, revealmg
a GIANT, exquisitely decorated heart she had prepared
exclusively for us. The sight moved me fo tears then, and the
memory still brings a lump to my throat even today.

April 2024



MEDS & v '
I+ was the night of the ﬂrs+ supermoon af 202| some-hme in
B April. My mental health was beyond ferrible, and so was my
&5 emotional state due fo a persenal loss I had experienced
As a final year BA student, aleng with my classmates, we were
3 campaigning te orqanize a fundraiser for a fellow classmate in
%’; need. Remarkably, we managed to raise 2S lakhs. -
? After the fundraiser, I found mysel chating with Gulshan
®  Ma'am. It was during our conversation that she picked up on my
‘; distress, a realization that had escaped me. She asked if I
meditated occasionally, Yo which I affirmed that I chcl in fact,
meditate daily.
Without hesitation, she sent me a very powerful meditation to
do that very night, along with some insightful quidance. She
continued to check in on me, providing support and quidance until

she felt that I had healed emotionally and mentally.
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April 2021 - the time for

Ll -UL".__ ~ = 2(]15\/!
19 April 2021 . .
Al internals of our  findl
Of course. Please tell her i
not to worry about that o L
for now. If you are not in a My best friend lost her Mom
position to give the rest or A i
presentatlon r|ght NOW, you & er Dad was Vel")/ S€erijous...
may also give it later when I oPPrOOCHecl Komal Ma'am
you feel prepared to. Take
care 89 {o request for my friend if

she could alempt +these

Thank you so much, tests |ater

'‘am! v
Maam: L 20:22 W

Ma’am very generously & with a lot of kindness allowed her - (and
added in me too) o take them later. She figured I was disturbed by
everything even when I was trying hard fo not let anyone know.

The K in Komal is for.. umm Kindness.

My sister’s board exams and my MA Sem | exam were on the same
day.

My timings were 12:00 noon, and hers was in the morning.

We reached college around 3.

By 10:30, T was done with my revisions and thought of meeting Veena
Ma’am because I hadn't seen her for a long time. We rarely came to

college—only for exams, hall fickets, etc.
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. While we were speaking, she asked if I had breakfast because I
,, had been there since morning. . gL '

;. That day, I hadn't.

Commeon.. it was my first theory exam affer the pandemic. I

%-" was way too scared—she knew.
il

So.. Md'am fook out her $iffin box, made me sit, and then made
me eat.

L They were the most delicious Idlis T've ever had in My life.

How was my exam that day.. umm, it was good. I was able o
complete the paper thanks to the power I got from Idlis and

her |ove.

~Sriradha Gupta
Batch 2018-2023
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Dear Beloved Friends,

»f’\a

As I sit down to pen this letter, I find myselt
overwhelmed with a cascade of emotions that have
defined the last three years of my seemingly uneventful |
| |ite. These years have been a rollercoaster of
unpredictability, where excitement, nerves, and grief
intermingle in a dance so intricate that it becomes  ~

challenging to distinquish one from the other.

b

L

In the midst of this fumuHuous journey, a group of
extraordinary individuals entered my life in Classroom
302, destined o transform it in ways I could never have 4
fathomed. Our connection deepened within the
auditerium, under the influence of a man whe held a
special place in each of our hearts. The pain of grieﬁ
though peignant, is dwarted by the privilege of having

known and shared moments with such an extraordinamy.

soul.
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heSfriencls of mine, they love with an intensity that

- seems fo be the only way they know how. Unspoken yet
; palpable, there is an unspoken awareness that our time
+Oge+her is ﬂee+in9. Graduation looms, and unspoken
fears surface — will we ever see each other again® Yet,
~4amidst this uncertainty that clouds so much of my life,
- | there is one certainty that stands unwavering: my love
. for these people. A love that, I am convinced, will endure

the ests of ime and distance.

# A line from a movie echoes in my mind as I aHtempt to
encapsulate the essence of these transformative years:

¥

"T know that we all think we're immortal, we're

_. supposed to feel that way, we're graduating. The future
is and should be bright, but, like our brief four years in

= high school, what makes life valuable is that it doesn't

.. last forever, what makes it precious is that it ends." |z
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%e inevitability of our paths diverging weighs heavily on my

heart. I anticipate the days when our laughter, conversations
about everything and nothing, and shared dreams become

cherished memories. Time will march on, and as days turn into
months and years, our interactions will inevitably dwindle. It's
a distant future, but in my mind's eye, I envision a day when
our children, gazing at faded photographs, inquire, "Whe are
these people?" With a bittersweet smile and invisible tears, I
will respond, "I+ was with them that I experienced the best

days of my life."

In the words of Taylor Swift, "I had a marvelous time" (the
last great American dynasty). These people have turned my
teenage dreams inte a tangible reality, and for that, I am

eternally grateful.

So here's fo us, to the indelible mark we've lef} on each
other's lives, and to the unspoken promise that our bond will

forever withstand the test of {ime.

With |love and everlasting gratitude,
Anna kannan

TYBA (A)
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