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Foreword 
Why Parapraxis? 

 “Gentlemen, I take notice that a full quorum of members is present and 

herewith declare the sitting closed. I mean open.”  

This is how a certain President of the Lower House of Austrian Parliament, as Sigmund Freud 

mentions in Psychopathology of Everyday Life, opened the sitting of the Parliament. He opened 

it, of course, because he had to, he was the President. But he wished he did not have to, he 

wished the sitting could be over. It is this repressed feeling that made him misspeak his address 

– he said “closed,” instead of “open.” This is a famous example of parapraxis.

When the editorial team of Parapraxis revealed to me the name of their upcoming literary 

magazine, it made me think about a few things. The urge to choose strikingly uncommon names 

is usually part of the strategy. But why pick such a technical term from the field of 

psychoanalysis? A precise understanding of Freud and Jacques Lacan involves a long-time 

engagement with their works accompanied by adequate clinical experience. Freud repeatedly 

indicated that all he wrote were derived from clinical encounters with his patients. Lacan 

promoted the centrality of the clinical in psychoanalysis and added that a sustained engagement 

with psychoanalytic literature was also required to make sense of the discipline. For instance, 

one needed to study him for ten years to make sense of his teaching, he once claimed. So, when 

a group of young students, uninitiated to Freud, Lacan, and clinical psychoanalysis, proposed 

the name Parapraxis, I told myself, borrowing Jesus’s words, “They know not what they do.” 

A couple of months down the line, however, they were ready with the contents of the magazine. 

And guess what, they thought I should write the Foreword! If they could pull off the first issue 

of a magazine with Parapraxis as its title, they must have had a vision, and probably they began 

with some kind of interpretation of the term. Whether the interpretation was technically right 

or wrong is beside the point – what matters is that they were ready to launch Parapraxis.  
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I could have asked them what they had meant by the word or whether they had understood its 

technical dimension. But I did not ask them. The fact that I did not ask them gave me enough 

room to reflect on the matter. This Foreword is a product of that reflection.  

“Parapraxis” is a neologism coined by James Strachey, the famous English translator of 

Sigmund Freud’s German texts. While translating Freud’s Zur Psychopathologie des 

Alltagslebens (Psychopathology of Everyday Life), Strachey came across the word 

Fehlleistung, literally meaning “faulty action.” In this book, Freud explores how the 

unconscious motives reveal themselves through seemingly unintended actions from our 

everyday life, like, slips of the tongue, forgetting of names, mislaying of objects, confusion of 

words, and so on. Rather than neglecting such unforced errors as unworthy of theoretical 

reflection, Freud claims that each Fehlleistung is unconsciously motivated. In other words, one 

could psychoanalyze a slip of the tongue and find out the unconscious intention behind the 

unintended utterance. Strachey translated Fehlleistung as “parapraxis.” He thought that no 

existing word in the English language could capture the unique concept Freud had formulated. 

Hence the coinage, which looks more like a Greek term than an English neologism.  

In light of its etymology, a set of interesting implications on the interface between literature 

and psychoanalysis can be evoked.  

First, “parapraxis” is the creative innovation of a translator. It involves the act of coining a new 

word, a new vocabulary, a new language. It is giving a name to a new finding. It is this inherent 

penchant for creativity and novelty that makes the term fit as the title of a literary magazine.  

Second, given its root in Freud’s psychoanalytic interpretation of slips, errors, forgetting, etc., 

it is no wonder that parapraxis is often explained as a Freudian slip. If parapraxis is linked to 

literature then a Freudian approach to literary theory and literary act might be imperative. For 

that one needs to understand the term “Freudian” in a broader sense.  

Third, “parapraxis” is defined by Freud as an everyday instance of psychopathology. This 

means it is not as pathological as an unbearable mental disorder. There is in it a fun element; 

an unintended utterance can indeed generate laughter. Parapraxis or verbal confusion can 

therefore be a tool for comedy. As readers of literature, we know how extensively the genre of 

comedy from Plautus to Shakespeare relies on slips and wordplays.  
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Fourth, every occurrence of parapraxis is an instance of the return of the repressed. A slip of 

the tongue, an act of misspeaking, forgetting of a name, or mislaying of an object is a 

manifestation of an unconscious desire and memory. The unconscious is a reservoir of the 

individual’s past encounters. Every parapraxis, if psychoanalyzed, would give us the 

information about the subject’s past – a story from her history. Parapraxis could thus be defined 

“literarily” because it has the potential to generate (hi)stories.  

Fifth, it might be reductionist to define literature as a slip of the tongue. However, what if 

literature could broadly be defined as indirectly giving form to the repressed? Freud indeed 

explained literary creation as a sublimation of repressed desires, memories, and traumas. As if 

the author vents out in writing the words of his suffering soul instead of talking to a therapist. 

Two giants in the twentieth-century literature – Rabindranath and James Joyce – are the best 

examples in this regard. Otherwise poles apart (a Romantic versus a modernist), both of them 

were opposed to clinical psychoanalysis. Lacan defined Joyce’s writings as a special kind of 

symptom, i.e., a creative site for disguised fulfillment of a repressed wish. Joyce never needed 

to undergo psychoanalysis, Lacan claimed, because his writings had been therapeutic. 

Rabindranath lived a life of constant suffering. If outwardly he had been a calm, patient, and 

peaceful man, his writings are a testimony to his incredible inner struggles. To Rabindranath, 

whose anti-modernist and anti-Freudian stand is well-known, art too was a form of therapy.  

And sixth and seventh and so on and so forth. 

I heard the word “parapraxis” about fourteen years back when I was an undergraduate student 

of English Major at Jadavpur University. Our psychoanalysis professor had introduced us to 

the term. That was a defining moment as some of us had immediately become enthusiastic 

about exploring psychoanalytic theory and praxis. Recently my students have re-introduced me 

to this term, as part of a literary endeavour. “Parapraxis” is thus not just a term that has made 

me rethink the connection between psychoanalysis and literature. It also connects two 

temporally separate points in my life through a triangular interface between my professor, 

myself, and my students. It sums up a part of my life like a “terribly tiny tale.” It has made this 

tale and this Foreword happen. Parapraxis is a literary trigger.  
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I tried to explain why parapraxis is a justified title of a literary magazine. But what if it is just 

a random title? What if it has no conceptual link whatsoever with the contents of the magazine? 

What if it is similar to the phrase “Un Chien Andalou” which has no apparent connection with 

Salvador Dalí and Luis Buñuel’s movie by the same name? What if between the title and the 

contents there falls the shadow? What if there is only a disjunction? Doesn’t this rupture 

constitute the core of creative freedom?  

Mahitosh Mandal 

Assistant Professor & Head, 

Department of English, 

Presidency University 

xi



The first literary magazine I encountered was Anandamela, just like most other middle-class 
Bangali children do. I was in my primary school then. I remember how excited I was on 
discovering that this thing called a ‘magazine’ (patrika in Bangla) had surprises on every next 
page. I found it loaded with endless possibilities - a book of innumerable thought-triggers (if not 
pages). I feel the same delight as we present to you Parapraxis, a magazine from the UG II 
students of the Department of English, Presidency University. Parapraxis, I believe, like all other 
magazines of esteem would be able to provide an open platform for writers to come and share 
their views and ideas and join our celebration of plurality of culture and thought. This mag will 
hopefully be a confluence of minds from different sections of academia.

The project of this magazine initially appeared to be just another early-college-excitement 
venture which very often gets lost in the course of time with increasing workloads and diversions. 
But Parapraxis stayed. Right from an adda at the Presidency quads to the classroom and now to 
the readers’ screens, that has been the journey of the first volume of our magazine. Albeit we 
were forbidden by the outbreak of COVID-19 from publishing physical copies of our magazine, 
we were compelled by our zeal to help the creative beauties from our keen contributors get the 
readership that they deserve. Thus, we had to settle for a digital version of our magazine.

As the world gets a roller-coaster ride named 2020 and the human race stands aghast at the array 
of quite unpresumable events that marks the completion of two decades in to the 21st century, it 
is my deep belief that Parapraxis would succeed to be a resting halt for all who are tired souls. 
Our endeavour has been to open up the scope of this issue to all sorts of interpretation and 
understanding of the keywords – Origins, Reflections, Borders, Black & White – to 
accommodate as many strands of human imagination and creativity as possible. 

I am thankful to the fellow members of the editorial board of Parapraxis for cooperating and 
coordinating incessantly to make the first volume the product of our best efforts. We are indebted
to the Advisory Board members for providing such valuable suggestions and advices without 
which this issue would have been a mess. We are also especially obliged to the Department of 
English, Presidency University for always encouraging us to take up fresh initiatives towards the 
enrichment of our minds and bringing a change that the society needs. We are grateful to all the 
respected faculty members from Presidency and beyond who have shown active interest to our 
magazine.

Happy Reading!

Sparsha Barman 

Chief Editor 

Parapraxis.

Editor's Note
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Letter from Someone
Aiswarya Maity 
Department of English 
Presidency University 

I’ve had a good childhood. I had a busy mother who took an awful lot of care of 

me. She worked two jobs so she could afford vegetables to bring home and cook. If you 

burst in upon us one day, I’d bet you’d take me for Cosette living with the Thénardiers, 

with my sooty hands and dishevelled hair. But no, my mother was more of a Jean 

Valjean for me. She’d go to utmost lengths for the seven of us siblings; just to make 

sure our little bellies wouldn’t sink in. I’m sure she wouldn’t even brag about it if you’d 

ask her to. I regret never having the chance to ask her. You see, she was too busy to 

talk. She spent so much time on us that the ‘with’ couldn’t really squeeze in. She died 

so young and what still haunts me is the fact that she had no time. She wrung time out 

to its last bits but she really had no time. No time to stroke our heads; no time to dwell 

on a picture; no time to just stop and, for a moment, stare at herself in the mirror. It’s 

like she moved so fast that you couldn’t capture a reflection, no matter how hard you 

tried. She moved too fast. 

We had one mirror at home. It was about half-a-metre long. And no, it wasn’t 

broken down the middle; not everyone who’s poor and distressed has a mirror split right 
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down the middle. What’s funny is, when I was a toddler, I used to think it was a 

window. It was positioned against the wall and I used to think some random girl from 

next door was just looking right at me and copying everything I did. Well, houses in a 

slum are close enough and the same blackened brick wall in the background was quite 

believable.  

I didn’t know what a mirror was yet. We were ‘neighbours’  

home-schooled by a 12th Grade student for what my mother 

 understood was the lowest possible fee. He was fine.  

He taught us the word ‘mirror’ – spelling and all.  

But I still couldn’t seem to catch a reflection  

when I saw one. It was only when I was five 

and my nine-year-old brother insisted on 

trying his stolen make-up on me that I realised  

that that girl did not live next door. Excited, I pulled  

my mother to the mirror and I was so delightfully surprised  

that she had a reflection too. She was just unfazed. She quickly  

brushed me off and went out to buy medicine for my sick sister. 

Years later, you could say the excitement has obviously died down. I came to 
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peace with a piece of silvered glass that reflects me; that’s only natural. I’m thankful to 

my brother; doing my own make-up would be a disaster without a proper understanding 

of those things. However, what’s a little disconcerting is how little things had seemed 

to change. Even today, when I look at myself in the mirror, I feel like I’m just copying 

what I did yesterday. And when I look deep enough into her eyes, I can’t tell what she’s 

saying. 
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ara Shukoh

In lofty gem-minareted halls, in lands of sands forlorn 

In cries of triumph and joyous glory, behold, the prince is born! 

Promised prince in halls bejewelled, heir to peacock throne 

Cherished gift from Empress loved, the Shah’s wistful eyes shone. 

O bearer of Timurind blood, the world at thy feet lay 

The blazing sword when your hands graze, go do as heroes may! 

The frigid north, the rabid south, the ever-capricious west- 

Test those iron-crested pests with death at your behest. 

But oh! Must why conqueror-dreamt marvel at measly art? 

Why must bloodied river-maker his bloodlust disregard? 

Mystic, melody-maestro, learner of legacies 

Thy eyes mark in divinities a confluence of the seas! 

Beloved prince with lonesome queen- the one who will be king 

A patron of unending love- a real human being. 

Alas! Now lies a bloodied corpse of what once was a prince 

Butchered before his shivering son- the tyrant’s death sentence! 

His sweetheart died upon his arms, betrayal spelt his doom 

Paraded in streets where once his coat-of-arms had stayed abloom. 

Must the lust for crown be so? Jahanara weeps alone 

Brothers slain and father caged- cursed be the peacock throne! 
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The dying Shah in reflections sees Taj’s resplendent tomb 

His prince’s hewn disfigured head brings in nightmarish gloom. 

Now the deed is done, the greed manifests itself afresh 

The blood-stained, kinslaying king must now still further press. 

The Rajputs bleed in western forts, the south is bare to bone 

His treasury pours gleaming gold, his conquest must be done. 

But no! Like raging vengeful flame the empire comes to life 

Golconda’s sultan wages war, Bijapur joins the strife 

And amidst the Deccan fury the vanquished rise in glee 

Marathas roar dauntless for the tiger Shivaji! 

Left with empty coffers and an ever-raging fear 

Was this all so sorely needed, Badshah Alamgir? 

The spell that brought the kingdom-dreamt down dredging to its knee 

Could perchance be evaded by a prince asleep, lonely? 

Solitary sleeps the man- unmarked, maimed, shamed 

Centuries fleet oblivious to tales so tear-stained 

But triumphant fantasy weaves into victory 

Of benevolent Dara Shukoh - the king that he could be. 

Dilip Banerjee 
Department of Mathematics 

Presidency University 
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aiku

Black Cat with White Tail 

Walks the Narrow wrong Long lane – 

White Cat with Black Tail. 

Ranjana Sarkar 
Department of English 
Presidency University 
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ome
Abani Majumdar 
Department of Philosophy 
Presidency University 

My panic-stricken heart still hammered against my chest long after the deed 

had been done, long after I had left the anxiety-inducing place behind. The grassy claws 

of the forest grounds swiped at my ankles and feet as I ran, with adrenaline fuelling me. 

And when I scaled the fence, I felt relieved, like I had crossed the border and 

returned to safety on the other side. Back to my origins, back to my home. 

My name is not important. What is important is that I am a poacher’s son. 

Of course, that is not publicly known. In fact, if you looked at me on the streets, 

you’d likely find me helping my father maintain his tea-stall. It’s a small one, cosily 

packed between a bookstore and a clothing shop down the Netaji Road. Our prices are 

fair, so we have customers enough that I can go to school sometimes. When my mother 

brings out the mirror (an antique, she says, that has been passed down her family) and 

polishes it with the corner of her sari, she shows me my reflection. 
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Just like your grandfather, she says with a hint of pride. You’ll be a learned man, 

like him. I look at the boy in the mirror, wearing a newly bought white shirt and I don’t 

see myself. I much prefer the loose, dark toned clothes I wear when father and I go to 

the Javolpur Sanctuary on business. It’s where quite a few of our customers are from, 

and it’s where I got the egg. 

The “forest owlet” is the state bird of Maharashtra, one of the guards had told 

me when father and I emerged with our bags successful from the night’s expedition. I 

watched father hand them over the money. He called it payment, because most people 

can’t go and take the eggs of a bird as they wish. 

And I nodded, the egg still warm in my black-gloved hands. It had been my 

first catch, and my father patted me on the way back home like he had when I stood 

third in class.  

Father usually kept the eggs warm by making our hens sit on it. If they hatched, 

he sold the tiny baby birds; if they didn’t, he’d still sell them. I wasn’t allowed to observe 

those adult transactions yet, but the small smile on my father’s face and the money that 

he gave to my mother to manage the household expenses spoke enough of how 

worthwhile it had been. 
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Maybe I shouldn’t have asked about the forest owlet from a teacher, but I 

couldn’t help it. It was after all my first catch, even if it had been majorly for my father 

helping me through the process. 

"Endangered birds," Ma’am said with a sigh. "But beautiful," she added. 

"They’re being conserved and protected now." 

 "Why protect them?" 

"Because they’ll die out if they’re snatched away from their homes or hunted 

down." 

"Go extinct," she added. "Wouldn’t you feel horrible if somebody took you away 

from your home, your origins?"  

I couldn’t sleep that night. 

I went outside to the hens’ coop, scooped up the still warm egg. The rest seems 

more like scattered feelings and images rather than memories. I know I ran, and I know 

that I scaled the fence with the egg in my pocket, and that I returned it to its nest. 

It seems unreal, the fact that I actually did it without my father, and without the guards 

knowing. 

I could have sworn that I saw the mother bird’s eyes on my back as I ran home. 
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A house.  

I live alone. 

A house. 

No windows. 

A house. 

          A home. 

A house.

 Identical rooms. 

A house. 

No escape. 

A house. 

Of mirrors. 

A house. 

Just me. 

A house. 

Inside. 

Tanya Kole 
Department of Geography 

Presidency University
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ymn

And the nameless worrywart 

glanced at the foreboding collage. 

The ashen azure made way 

For colours so lurid, so alien; 

strokes of familiar warmth 

washed up on the black sand 

like eternity crashing upon 

the easel of innocence. 

The blind count waited 

Inside his fortress of mirrors 

At the edge of the world 

Abandoned millenniums ago 

None to rule, none to exile 

It was the deafening order, 

The hollow cacophony 

That reflected, like a broken gull, 
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and pierced the fabric of continuum. 

The blind count waited for penitence, 

penitence, that was futile. 

Beyond the abyss of mortality, 

where the stars spun joyously, 

a mailman came to a sudden stop. 

The silver-eyed mantis danced 

and danced, behind the black rainbow. 

The soldier inhaled the calmness 

of the theatre. Two slugs, still warm, 

adorned her proud chest. 

The trenches laughed, 

In a symphony- 

of alien haunt. 

Dhritimay Sarkar 
Department of English 
Presidency University 
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 dentities
Samidh Sadhu 
Department of English 
Presidency University 

Why would the enlightened cosmopolitan raise qualms about the division of 

people into religious communities or accentuation on religious identities as such? It is 

because they feel that someone's faith in an invisible being is a very personal matter - 

very superficial too - and therefore, it must not come to divide people who are otherwise 

very similar. Why would a nationalist object to provincialism? It is since he feels that 

the unity of his nation is jeopardized by the rise of these fractional identities. For similar 

reasons does a global citizen object to the precedence of national identities. The reason 

why many object to the Marxist dichotomization of the society into the Proletariat and 

the Bourgeoisie is that it renders all other considerations subservient to that of 

the economic status of the people. 

An important factor in the making of an identity is the dissociation with another 

identity. This dissociation often emerges out of or burgeons into the 'black-and-white' 

perspective, where, to one, one's own identity is superior and those of others are 

somehow despicable.  
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Given that there are innumerable ways of classifying people - many factitious 

and many driven by nature - and that there are people who give excessive precedence 

to one identity of theirs and also there are people who take pride in their multiple 

identities, need the 'differences' be weeded out for the sake of forging some sort of an 

imagined 'unity'?  

Acceptance of varied identities and respecting them might help reduce conflicts 

and inequality. Nonetheless, the negative impacts of obsession with singular identities 

need not be discounted. 

Identities, as such, are elements that the human society perhaps cannot and need 

not rid itself of. The constant play of struggle of identities shall go on. The choice of 

identities they chose to identify themselves with is better left to the discretion of sane 

minds of individuals.
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 impasse 
Disha Chakraborty 
Department of English 
Presidency University 

 

 

Sheets of sand flew off tangentially and speckles of irritating dust particles lodged inside 

our eyes as the beaten-down Land Rover manoeuvred through the vast expanse of no 

man’s land, now politely addressed to as the Durand Line; a seemingly benign address 

which offers no insight into the myriad exchanges the place witnessed in the late 1970s, 

the place whose skyline, burrows, vegetation and scorching heat I know best, a place 

whose visions send chills down my spine and my ears start filling with the blood-curling 

scream of Sabina (a girl from our neighbourhood back in Afghan) at midnight when 

the soldiers with flushed red cheeks and bloodshot eyes, smelling of strong gin and 

coagulated blood routinely slithered into her makeshift tent five hundred metres from 

ours. 

 

On hearing Chhote Miyaan, my youngest of the five siblings, cry of the dust 

and beat my Ammi’s breasts with his small, plump fists, Abbu had asked our driver in 

a terse voice to lessen the speed and go easy.  
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“Can’t Janab. You thank Allah that you have reached this far. Otherwise, all of 

us would have been dead back in the stadium with bullets lodged in our foreheads”, 

came the answer. 

Abbu grunted in response. Ammi, instead only had smiles to offer which 

radiated the warmth of her Sheer Khurma while her voice cracked and dried tears 

marked her face as the rugged lines left by our Rover on the sandy expanse of the 

Afghan – Pakistan border; as the partitioning of two akin yet separate lands, with a 

porous and permeable border in between. 

The tension was always taut and tangible inside the car while the ingrained love 

we felt for Afghan, our origin, our mother, her windy streets, frequent Azaans, shot up 

like bile in our throats. We travelled as long as we felt the scorch of the Sun on our 

limbs and slept for a handful of hours inside our makeshift tents in the chilly night.  

Sleep always evaded me in those hours. With my hands resting under my head, 

I watched the sky spread above, beautiful and menacing while Abbu conversed with 

others on our next move and my siblings snored. In one of these occasions, the stillness 

of my night was cut sharp by Sabina’s screams. As I rushed towards her tent, sand 

slipping in between my toes, I felt someone grasp my collar and Abbu slapped me as 

hard as he could. The veins on his neck were terse and he bit his lip as he led me back 
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towards my tent. My nights, since then had been chilly, guilt-ridden and sleepless 

nevertheless. Long after we had passed Sabina’s family and joined the other migrants, 

sleep like a sly mistress tricked me and I woke up to her cries even though I knew miles 

separated us. 

Years later when I joined University, the conversation in one of our classes 

turned to borders and I felt the familiar chill, paranoia but it gradually mitigated when 

hands shot up and people narrated their experiences. I learnt how the narratives of 

migrants form an undocumented history and cannot be pushed into an apolitical space. 

It needs probing and discussion which cannot be limited to academic circles. 

That day, I went home to our quiet neighbourhood in Michigan and wondered 

how the snow carpeted streets would have looked in Kabul; what would Aunt Pearson 

say if she caught a sniff of Ammi’s halwai – whether Sabina lives today; if she looks me 

in the eye what would I have to say. 
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I pull you closer. 

You don't move. 

Not again, not again! 

Whywhwhywhy. Please. Come on. 

   I pull with all my strength. 

           And all of a sudden, 

  You are in my arms. 

     We are laughing and crying 

And our small room no longer exists. 

A thousand worlds, each more wondrous than the last. 

No borders, no lines. 

Endless, infinite. 

Movement. Is it you? Me? I can no longer tell. 

We are one now. Nothing matters anymore. 

But now I see your eyes. 

Black, like the void. A steadily lengthening tunnel. 
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     All I see in them 

        Is my face. 

     Blank, shocked. 

At the end of the dark tunnel, is light. 

The room is back. 

Endless, infinite, indescribable. 

Empty. 

Ishan Purkait 
Department of English 
Presidency University 
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ausam-e-abr

Meghamala Ghosh 
Department of English 
Presidency University 

I cannot tell you of theories that hold no interest to me beyond the text book that 

preaches them. I know not of the complicated nature of organisations that look for 

profit amidst a drought - so dangerous that it threatens with a legion of locusts, all 

gregarious and all selfish.  

I will tell you of simple things like abr and gul, but I cannot claim to have 

Coleridge’s proficiency to create waking dreams out of generalisations. I could, 

however, be the chided Keats and write odes to walking, reading and running through 

my life, not stopping because  

Thame to zindagi khafa ho jati hain  

Mausam-e-daagah ka Alam ban jatah hain.  

However, verse has never been my strong pursuit and Ghalib’s maikhana has 

still not opened its doors to The Other, perpetually vilified by the society which She 

20



creates inside her, like music created inside the harpsichord, a view permanently hidden 

and not discussed through the flap that closes off the working of the instrument from 

the eyes of the audience. Conch shells tinkling in her ears, she gets down from the 

rickshaw with the bells tinkling as the bald man with the cracked heels halts and looks 

back with an endearing expression, reminding her of gorom porota and hing diyeh aloor 

torkari that someone who’d once expressed a desire to go to Australia had made time 

and again, in a tiny kitchen, the window always open for diabolical cats with lazy tails 

and the murder of crows, cawing with raucous abandon, through the bars of the high 

window. The conch shells stop tinkling; she closes her eyes, and halts.  

However, as I said before, we cannot halt and my full stops stand as the symbols 

of hypocrisy in my writing. 

I will admit, that it is more of an inability to follow the greatness and the 

conceited hatred towards convention that Kerouac showed by doing away with the full 

stops completely. Kerouac’s road along the Spanish highlands interspersed with weed 

trails will never be my own but Kolkata’s dingy lanes might be, with women in bright 

sarees mixing guava and paprika in steel tumblers and glassy-eyed men standing with 

their packets of nuts and jhuribhaja, a steel bangle on their wrist to ward off the evil eye. 

As she gets down by the side of the street, a child stands with their father, and their 

eyes meet - a cheeky smile is met with a lopsided one and they’re gone as soon as the 
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policeman stops the traffic. Red. Green. The yellow ones look resplendent in the 

handmade paper stall. She looks at her hands, like I look at mine. The charm dangles 

with a clinking sound and a motorbike whooshes past, leaving a gust of black smoke 

and a voyeur’s gaze. She gazes back, unflinching, the conch shells sounding like the 

ocean from Australia’s far shores and the beep of hospital ventilators. The steel bangle 

protects the voyeur from the evil eye. Her gaze is met with the eyes lowering. The 

ghoongat of abr spreads across the sky, and the wind wails like the mourning women 

from Rajasthan. Their black clothes gather in folds, resembling the bangle’s steel. A 

young child walks towards her, a wooden stump adorned haphazardly with coloured 

beads and glass bangles, and smiles up at her. The pall falls over the sky. It breaks as 

the first drop of the ocean spills onto the conch shell tinkling near her ear. She halts, as 

a woman walks into the sunset and looks with longing at fairy sails that become black 

dots against a violet sky. 

Hasrat ye us musaafir-e-bekas kee roiye 

Jo thhak key baith jaataa ho manzil key samney. 

– Mus-hafi
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 rigin of Cancer
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Assistant Professor, 
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Cancer is the uncontrolled division of abnormal cells in a body. It is one of the 

most aggressive and life-threatening diseases that has been known to mankind since 

ancient times. Several evidences indicate the presence of cancer since 3000 BC. There 

are records of description and surgical treatment of breast cancer back in 1600 BC in 

Egypt. The name ‘CANCER’ was given by Greek physician Hippocrates (460-370 

BC), who was known as the father of medicine. In Greek this means a ‘CRAB’. It was 

named so due to its finger-like projections from the primary site of cancer which is quite 

similar to the tentacles of a crab. Today, cancer is one of the major causes of death 

worldwide. 

But what is the origin? We all know that cancer generally consists of abnormal 

cells derived from our own cells. So why are our own cells betraying us? Cancer generally 

originates from ‘neoplastic growth’ which means an initiation of uncontrolled new 

cellular proliferation in a part of our body. One of the predominant factors for initiation 
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of cancer is accumulation of mutations in our genetic material (DNA damage) due to 

exposure to chemical carcinogens (e.g. benzo[a]pyrene), environmental pollutants (e.g. 

arsenic) and oncogenic viruses (e.g. HPV). These mutations can also be inherited from 

parents to offsprings. Normally our cells have their own protective measures in terms 

of DNA repair machinery which can reverse these damages. There are several proteins, 

called “guardians of the genome”, whose main function is to constantly check and 

maintain the integrity of our genes. If they sense any type of mutation or damage, they 

immediately stop the cell division and recruit several proteins of DNA repair 

machinery. Even if the damage is irreversible and beyond repair, they will initiate the 

programmed cell death (apoptosis) to make sure that these mutations do not get 

inherited to the next generation of cells. But the problem starts when the mutation 

supresses the function of these guardian molecules itself and then this repair mechanism 

cannot keep pace with increasing DNA damage. Subsequently apoptosis induction does 

not take place and all these phenomenon lead to the escape from cell cycle checkpoint 

(regulatory elements that can control the rate of cell division). These mutations now 

start to spread and increase in every cycle of cell division. Next, comes the body’s 

defence mechanism i.e. immune system, to get rid of cells harbouring mutations 

(tumour immune surveillance). However, certain mutations may allow these abnormal 

cells to escape immune recognition or modulate the function of immune cells (immune 

escape) thereby causing the mutations to keep on accumulating eventually giving rise to 

cancer.  
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Another interesting theory is that cancer is not just merely a disease, it is an 

altered state of cells which is actually thermodynamically more stable. Cells are open 

and highly ordered systems. The mutations in the DNA change the cellular equilibrium 

towards an altered state which is actually high in entropic energy and thus more stable. 

That is why cells cannot return from this altered stage and continues to accumulate 

these altered characteristics. Possibly, one day, one of these cells accumulate so much 

alterations that it shows a spontaneous aggressive behaviour and becomes the first 

cancer cell. 
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We are all inherently given over to probing origins of legends and myths that 

we come across in our daily lives. One such myth whose origins I have always been 

interested in excavating is that of the “Wandering Jew”. It always brings to mind the 

reminiscences of Alberto Manguel who regales us with the story of Ahasverus, a Jewish 

cobbler by whose door in an Alpine village Christ came to a halt under the unbearable 

weight of the cross. When the cobbler pitilessly pushed the messiah away, Jesus cursed 

him to “tarry till I come”. Since then, Ahasverus has wandered the vast expanses of the 

Earth for now almost incalculable years, nourished and rejuvenated by fate and yet 

doomed to the toils of an ever-elusive prospect of manumission.  

The sole benefit of wandering in the earth for interminable aeons is that 

Ahasverus got to witness millennia of crimes that humanity perpetrated and sufferings 

they endured for it. Thus, the Wandering Jew left an astonishing trail of stories across 

the ages. Right down from his origins in at the beginning of the world when he cruelly 
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saw Christ off to his untimely death on the Cross down to the Renaissance where a 

team of Spanish ambassadors reported that they had met an age-old man with claims 

of having witnessed the rise and fall of mankind since time immemorial, the Wandering 

Jew is a character invested with unspeakable capabilities for determining the origin 

stories of countless courses of humanity.  

Perhaps, the Wandering Jew can be viewed as a metaphor for charting uniquely 

imaginative stories about the Earth where our sojourn lasts the limit of a lifespan and 

where we all trace indefinable and copious steps towards seeking an explanation of who 

we are, where we belong, and how we extract a sense of meaning as well as purpose 

amidst the chaos of a seemingly unending and whimsical future. 
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The colours ‘black’ and ‘white’ have been loaded with political, and more, 

alarmingly moral implications for centuries, so much so that these words are bound 

with certain unalterable perceptions (primarily, white is good and black is evil) in the 

human mind. The entire colonial enterprise turned on this racial colour code of ‘white’ 

vs. ‘black’, and, even today, the world is screaming hoarse ‘black lives matter’, incensed 

with the recurrent mindless violence of white people against people of colour. While 

‘black and white’ have been central to racial and anti-racist discourses for ages, these 

colours were not so pronounced within the discursive field of gender and sexuality, 

which was so far dominated by six out of seven colours of the rainbow, deployed in the 

spirit of celebrating diversity. At the most, the association of ‘whiteness’ has been made 

with chastity or virginity – one of the reasons why Christian brides usually wear white 

gowns at their wedding, a trend popularized by Queen Victoria when she married 
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Prince Albert in 1840. But, very recently, as recently as 2010, ‘white’ and ‘black’ have 

officially entered the sexuality spectrum too, acquiring new meanings.   

How familiar are we with terms such as ‘ace’, ‘aro-ace’, or ‘a-spec’ which have 

entered sexuality parlance in the last one decade? Let’s begin by recalling a character 

from one of the most popular contemporary web series that had 40 million Netflix 

consumers, streaming and binge-watching it, within its first month of release, as 

claimed by The Hollywood Reporter. I am talking about the British teen drama  

Sex Education (2019-2020), created by Laurie Nunn. For many of us who  

did not have the privilege of watching this web series, here is  

a broad outline of the story: While Dr. Jean F. Milburn, a  

well-known sex therapist takes up the position of sex  

educator in her son Otis’ school, despite terrible resistance   

from the principal, Otis, teams up with his classmate Maeve  

to provide advice to other schoolmates on their numerous sexual  

issues in exchange of money. Before you begin to question what has  

this web series to do with recoding ‘black’ and ‘white’, let me quickly lead 

 you to Otis’ schoolmate Florence, a drama student, who approaches Otis, unable to 

make out this ‘strange’ feeling in her – her absolute disinterest in sex. Inexperienced as 

Otis is, he misinterprets this as ‘not being ready yet’, before, Florence, confused and 

devastated for feeling like a ‘freak’, decides to meet Dr. Milburn. She gives her a 

perspective on this very ‘queer’ feeling in her: she tells her it is absolutely normal to feel 

We 
are as 

visible 
as are 

you 
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that way, and it certainly, does not make her a ‘freak’. She is, by all means, ‘asexual’, and 

she need not feel ‘broken’, for “sex doesn’t make us whole. And so, how could you ever 

be broken?” The audience soon discovers that Florence is a romantic asexual, who 

doesn’t feel any sexual desire, but, is capable of romantically and emotionally connecting 

to another person. The millennial argot for asexuality is ‘ace’, while ‘a-spec’ refers to the 

interminably large spectrum of asexualities – for there are at least more than 150 ways 

of inhabiting an asexual identity. Of late, the letter A has been added to the ever-

expanding acronym LGBTIHQ+. ‘A’ which may mean ‘ally’ for some, refers to 

‘asexuality’ more commonly.   

But then, how is it related to the recoding of ‘black’ and ‘white’ politically? The 

Asexual Visibility and Education Network (AVEN), which is currently the largest 

online community of asexual individuals founded in early 2001, has grown 

exponentially and reached out to a vast number of asexual individuals and made their 

voices and concerns heard in the last 19 years. In fact, it took 8 years before AVEN 

officially participated in the Pride Parade in San Francisco in 2009. The next year, in 

2010, after much deliberation across the globe, a new Asexual Flag was designed with 

four stripes on it: (1) Black – asexuality (2) Grey – the liminal space between sexuality 

and asexuality (3) White – the entire spectrum of sexuality (4) Purple – community. If 

black is the absence of all colours, it makes sense to have black as the colour of 

asexuality, (but, not in the sense of lack of romance or the capability of falling in love), 

given that the rainbow flag has so far been a symbol of multiple sexualities. The 
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‘black’ and ‘white’ binary acquires a different meaning altogether within this flag, 

whereby asexuality is placed, if not in opposition to the large colourful spectrum of 

sexuality, but, certainly as an ally, which demands recognition without judgment. It 

challenges the normative view – view held not only by non-queer folks but queer folks 

as well – that every human being is bound to have sexual desire. The new ‘black’ is 

another marker of ‘difference’ further reinforcing the queerness and intriguing 

heterogeneity of sexuality, which cannot be delimited by concrete, rigid identity 

markers, and, certainly not within the predominant binary of 

heterosexuality/homosexuality. As the introductory page of AVEN puts it very simply 

– “Asexuality does not make our lives any worse or better; we just face a different set of

needs and challenges than most sexual people do. There is considerable diversity among 

the asexual community in the needs and experiences often associated with sexuality 

including relationships, attraction, and arousal.” ‘Black’, therefore, is 

another indefinable continuum, and not just a monochrome in this context.   
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himmering Sighs

Sweet serenades of sighing waves shimmer 

Reckoning the dying swoon of the Sun 

In tremulous caress hides a glimmer 

Nestled deep within; of the Star’s return 

Jostling much the same are waves of sorrow 

As I bid you farewell, you take your leave 

Lying in anxious sate, for the morrow 

In your smile to live, and your absence grieve 

32



Seven years have passed, and I still await 

Else, I know not what to do but perish 

Alone in sunless seas, my thirst to sate 

Lost days and myriad of smiles to relish 

For, I pine the touch of your warmth, me and 

You, joined once again in foreverland. 

Hiranya Mukherjee 
Department of English 
Presidency University 

33



 he Confession Box
Medhasree Goswami 
Department of English 
Presidency University 

In the Church, the FATHER sits inside the Confession Chamber while a 33-year-old 

man, STEVEN, stands outside. 

STEVEN: I’ve a confession to make, Father. Immediately. In front of you and the

Church itself. (Pauses) I’ve committed something that can’t be shared with a 

normal being…but my inner conscience and faith in Christ gave me the strength 

to walk to the Church and confess everything to you. 

FATHER: (gently) You can confess without any fear, my child.

STEVEN takes out a handkerchief to wipe his sweat off. 

STEVEN:  My wife and children weren’t home then. It was around 8 in the

morning when the doorbell rang. I opened it, kinda confused to see my business 

rival and perpetual enemy, Mr. Jason Hablitzel. It’s unusual for him to arrive 

anywhere without a short notice. 
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The FATHER remains silent as STEVEN continues. 

STEVEN: Soon, I understood the purpose of his visit. He threatened me to step

down from my latest initiatives… or else… (shuddering) I’ve been lately suffering 

from Intermittent Explosive Disorder…it’s hard to control my anger. So, I took 

out my rifle and pointed at him…I couldn’t remember what exactly had happened 

but I found him dead instantly with blood staining his shirt… 

STEVEN takes a small breath before he continues. 

STEVEN: Maybe I killed him without a proper conscience; but at least I hid his

dead body in my car and took it to the cemetery. I bribed boys out there and 

managed to put the body inside the coffin…I buried him respectfully. 

After a short while of silence from the FATHER, STEVEN leaves in haste. 

A few days later, a thin man of late sixty visits STEVEN at his home. 

STEVEN: (surprised) Who are you?

FATHER: Father Richard, my child.

35



STEVEN: Father, I’m sorry! I couldn’t recognize you since I didn’t see you while

confessing. Please, have a seat – 

FATHER: My son, don’t be afraid. I have come to reassure you that you did not

kill Mr Hablitzel. Last night in the Confession Chamber, a driver confessed to 

killing his master in his rival’s house in Tennessee. He said, “My master had a 

licentious attitude and an immoral eye on my wife. I had always wanted to destroy 

him. Tonight, he visited his rival’s place and I thought it was the time. I was aware 

of the fact that my master’s rival had serious issues with anger control… I was 

hiding near the window with Mr Hablitzel facing towards me. When both 

businessmen were engrossed in a serious verbal fight, Mr. Steven pointed his gun 

at my master…while I took out the silencer fitted gun and shot him dead. I have 

committed a crime, Father, and I ask for forgiveness. Amen.” 

STEVEN sits paralyzed, almost unable to speak. 

FATHER: Life is not a bed of roses, my son. It has both joy and sorrow; it is an

admixture of black and white. When it is white for you, it may be black for me and 

that is the reality. 

STEVEN: What does that mean?

FATHER: White signifies hope, innocence and purity. You have been proved

innocent of the culpable homicide; it marks the new beginning of your life. 
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STEVEN: (perplexed) Then what’s the black for you, Father?

FATHER: (bitterly) Jason Hablitzel was my only grandchild.

The FATHER departs as STEVEN looks into the distance with a blank expression.
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he die is cast // lea iacta est

Sampled truths, vetoed lies

Not black or white when grey is on the rise!

Manipulative smirks, saccharine smile

Infidelity and greed here never goes out of style

Dark gaze but mask in place

Nothing can be judged by their face

Insignificant tears, invisible bruises

If you are hurt learn to cover up with ruses

Manicured fingers, branded clothes

A thing of past named morals now rots

Robotic love, inevitable lust

The beauty of a woman judged by the size of her bust

Unlimited power, uncountable money

That's how I see our planet in a century

but the resonance with our present makes 

it somewhat funny !

Monalisa Adhikari 

Department of Philosophy 
Presidency University 
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The magic, power and politics of Blackness: African-American literature in the 20th century  

In his ground-breaking work “The Souls of Black Folk”, Black philosopher and activist 

W. E. B. Du Bois (1868-1963) writes,   

The problem of the twentieth century is the problem of the colour-line--

the relation of the darker to the lighter races of men in Asia and Africa, in 

America and the islands of the sea (Du Bois 1903: 620).  

Herein lies a historically, culturally and racially charged evaluation of the binaries that 

have  determined power histories within subtexts of culture, economics, education and also 

art, in  white hegemonic societies. Beginning with the Black Power Movement and its 

aesthetic arm in the 1960 s in America, art was used to secure the political end of black

distinction and uniqueness. As Larry Neal, one of the chief spokespersons of the Black Arts 

Movement describes its telos:   

The Black Arts and the Black Power concept both relate broadly to the 

Afro American’s desire for self-determination and nationhood. Both

concepts are nationalistic (Larry Neal 1968: 1960).  

This new Black Art aimed at a mass audience, took its art to the streets, was collective 

and community based, highly predicated on orality and turned to Africa for inspiration and 
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new artistic idioms. Poetry and Drama were its most privileged genres. In the poem 

“Beautiful Black Men”, Nikki Giovanni writes:   

i wanta say just gotta say something  

bout those beautiful beautiful beautiful outsasight   

Black men (Giovanni 1968: 1984)  

One will notice the deliberate subversion of the norms of Standard English in dispensing 

with capitals at the beginning of each sentence and the black voice speaking its own 

vernacular. The ‘dialogue’ of black artists and critics with standard English and European-

American aesthetic traditions has been variously termed as ‘Speaking in Tongues’ (Mae

Gwendolyn  Henderson 1989:116) or engaging in ‘highs’ and ‘lows’ (Barbara Christian

1990: 44).  Henderson and Christian were of course writing about the ‘difference’ of Black

feminist criticism in its engagement and ‘dialogue’ with multiple traditions.1

In his brilliant analysis of the black vernacular in The Signifying Monkey, Henry Louis 

Gates, Jr., posits that the black vernacular is ‘rhetorical’ (45) and ‘double voiced’ (xxv).He

provides a model which explains the difference between the English word ‘signification’ and 

the same word in the black vernacular:  

        signified  = concept  

  Signification (in English)    = ----------  ----------  

      Signifier    sound-image  

rhetorical figures  

In the Black vernacular, ‘signification’ = --------------------        (48) 

    Signifier
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This results in a ‘relation of difference inscribed within a relation of identity’ (45) and

involves repetition and revision which Gates finds to be the greatest hallmark of Black Art 

(xxiv).  

. 

For instance, each word of the following rhyme by African American slaves creates 

several layers of meaning where ‘corn’, ‘meat’ and ‘skin’, factor in the oppression that was

part of the lived experience of black slaves:   

We raise de wheat,   

Dey gib us de corn  

We peal the meat  

Dey gib us the skin  

Gates points out that the privileging of the black voice speaking marks the ‘speakerly’ texts 

of Zora Neale Hurston and Alice Walker (Gates 1988: xxv). In an interview with 

Claudia Tate in 1983, Toni Morrison (1931-2019) states,  

When I view the world, perceive it and write about it, it is the world of 

black  people. It is not that I won t write about white people. I just know that

when I am  trying to develop the various things I write about, the people who 

best manifest these  themes are the black people I invent (157).2  

In an interview with Thomas LeClair (1981) she declares that ‘narrative remains the best 

way to learn anything, whether history or theology’ (123) and that she writes in ‘the tragic

mode where there is some catharsis and revelation’ (125). She likens her role to that of the

African griot and posits that the ‘language …must not sweat. It is the thing that black people 

love so much—the saying of words…It’s a love, a passion. Its function is like a preacher’s:

to make you stand up out of your seat, make you lose yourself and hear yourself’ (123).3

One concludes therefore that the politics and the aesthetics of Black Literature is 

heavily predicated on the oral rhythms of black speech and enacts in varying degrees the 

‘dominant’  and ‘muted’ of cultural and artistic traditions in America.4
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Notes

1. Both Gates and Mae Gwendolyn refer to Mikhail Bakhtin’s The Dialogic
Imagination, using Bakhtin’s ‘heteroglossia’ (Bakhtin 1981: 67) to explain the many
language registers of Black writing and speech.

2. Danille Taylor-Guthrie. Ed. Conversations with Toni Morrison. Jackson: University Press
of Mississippi University Press. 1994. All Morrison quotes are from this book.

3. In a conversation with Nellie Mckay in the above cited book Morrison refers to the
African griot who was the storyteller of the tribe (152). In Woman Native Other, Trinh T
Minh Ha also dwells at length on the figure of the griot (Minh-Ha 1989: 121). 4. In the
essay “Feminist Criticism in the Wilderness” Elaine Showalter uses Edwin Ardener’s
thesis that although women constitute the ‘muted’ of culture they are not wholly
contained by the ‘dominant’ constituency of men and thereby inhabit both the ‘dominant’
and ‘muted’ of culture (Showalter 1989: 471).

Works Cited

1. Bakhtin, Mikhail. The Dialogic Imagination. Trans. Emerson and Holquist. Austin:
University of Texas Press. 1981.

2. Du Bois, W.E.B. “The Souls of Black Folk”. The Norton Anthology of African American
Literature. Ed. Henry Louis Gates, Jr. and Nellie Mckay. New York: W.W. Norton &
Company. 1997. 614-740.

3. Gates Jr., Henry Louis. The Signifying Monkey. Oxford: Oxford University Press. 1988.

4. Giovanni, Nikki. “Beautiful Black Men”. The Norton Anthology of African American
Literature. Ed. Henry Louis Gates, Jr. and Nellie Mckay. New York: W.W. Norton &
Company. 1997. 1984.

5. Minh-Ha, Trinh T. Woman Native Other. Bloomington: Indiana University Press. 1989.

6. Neal, Larry. “The Black Arts Movement”. The Norton Anthology of African American
Literature. Ed. Henry Louis Gates, Jr. and Nellie Mckay. New York: W.W. Norton
& Company. 1997. 1960-1972.

7. Showalter, Elaine. “Feminist Criticism in the Wilderness”. Contemporary Literary
Criticism. Ed. Robert Con Davis and Ronald Schleifer. New York & London: Longman.
457-478.

42



 he Song of Narcissus

It was a languid summer gloaming, 

When through the woods I went a roaming, 

The flaxen moon of dusk had just appeared, 

And the wood in a scarlet glaze was smeared. 

I rambled through the dingle for hours, 

Through grassy glades and fragrant bowers, 

Many a sprightful nymph I saw, 

And how they all peered at me in awe! 

They sang and capered from tree to tree, 

Like wanton birds driven mad with glee, 

At my sight they flushed like fire, 

Like the oread Echo who direly did admire, 

I spurned at her pining, 

And treated her with disdainful ire! 

Their beauty and frolic seemed dull and dreary, 

And soon that roving made me weary, 
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There was a furtive sanctum in the woods, 

Where not a single soul ever intrudes, 

Full of restful shades, serene and cool, 

In there too was a crystal pool, 

My weary eyes caught its sight, 

And my heart yearned for a brief respite. 

Into the pool I casted a glance, 

And I beheld all at once, 

A perfect flawless countenance, 

A divine and godlike face, 

With all the charms of Parnassus and Olympian grace, 

Such enchanting beauty I never did see, 

As if it had cast a beguiling spell on me, 

So captivated I was never before, 

My heart wanted to relish more and more, 

Statue-like and bedazzled! I kept on staring, 

Endlessly at that heavenly face that shone, 

As if I were a lifeless stone. 
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Thus, I lavished all my passions and affection, 

On a mere beauteous reflection, 

Squandering my life and eternity, 

Over my own beauty, 

A Beauty that was death and peril to me! 

Sagnik Ghoshal 
Department of English 
Presidency University 
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pon the Fifth Symphony

of Mozart 

O lovely Amadeus! How profound 

Thy notes are: so dearly the air pulsate', 

In movements quick the tune elaborate, 

As if fast paced wind in rupturous swell; 

Through its sweet fall clumsiness dwell', 

'til a sudden decline like avian prey, 

Piercing sweetly the watery skin, or 

Momently a pace stolen from Ants' trail, 

Being restored again with symmetry well, 

Oft' like melted snow, in fluidness escape 

Sweetly runs the Allegro colliding! 

'til Andante returns and slows it's pace: 

Like winter with frosty cold; breaks into 

Spring luxury with Allegro molto! 

Anonymous
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pon the Slave-ship

There were around a hundred or more on the ship; 

Yet, only three were there. Only three in that very room. 

It had been two when the second heard the agonized moans of the first, 

and called for the physician of dubious merits 

to attend to the expectant slave-girl on board. 

The success of the delivery mattered little in comparison 

to the stormy waves that brushed against the ship, all hands were on deck 

to resist the crying black skies who threatened to toss over the white vessel. 

But the new mother cried just as much, and the physician trembled. 

This was his first time on a ship after having never finished his medical studies, 

for he had ran away from his home as a child, shunned his origins 

and his pale white hands did not know how to soothe out a dark child 

from the safety of its mother’s womb. 

The ship turned upon its side; the slave-girl tossed and turned 

and the yells of the men mixed with hers; 

as the physician caught his own terrified face as a taunting reflection in the 

cracked mirror and he looked away, 

towards the anaesthesia. 
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A tiny bottle for the many slaves 

but few masters. 

The physician did as a doctor, but not as a practical master; and the bottle was 

empty. 

The girl silenced, the men did not. 

With sweat running down his brow the physician tried to pull out 

the stubborn child, which refused to leave its home where its origins lay; 

like how its mother had cried when they dragged her from across the border. 

The silent prayer in each of the crew’s hearts 

matched with the man praying to his biblical God, the thin silver cross slipping 

from his hands 

But the child’s god was not the same as his, and it refused to comply; 

as the waves threatened to swallow the ship whole. 

The physician was in the throes of madness, pleading, begging 

the child to be born before the pained mother regained her consciousness. 

Tears ran down his cheeks for he had never yet witnessed a death under his own 

hands, white, white hands that could not ward off the approaching death 

shrouded in black 

and he prayed to deities he had heard of, he prayed to gods other than his own. 

He prayed to the winds, to the sea, to the Mother of All. 
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After he sinned, his fingers of their own accord held onto the dark head and 

pulled it out by force: 

and there it was. With the umbilical cord hanging, the dark god burst into 

resounding cries 

drowned by the men’s cheer 

as the storm passed. 

The physician, snipping off the connecting thread, knelt next to the now awake, 

black-eyed Mother. 

And in tears did the heretic kiss her dark, dark cheeks. 

Abhista Goswami 
Department of English 
Presidency University 
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us

Everyday we stand face to face 

for a second, 

I look her in the eye 

And try to reconcile... 

She stares impassively, 

And I see through her exhaustion disguised as coldness. 

The mirror must be a maniac, 

We fail to reflect each other. 

In moments of brightness, 

She scorns me from afar 

As if my happiness isn't mine. 

When I am blue, 

She looks the same way, 

With a glint of pity that claims 

My sadness isn't true either. 
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Somedays, she seems too pensive for my jovial soul. 

So, I chide her for looking gloomy  

And ask her to smile... 

And When she smiles, 

I call her a liar. 

She doesn't seem to care 

And instead smiles again, 

Only to fuel my embarrassment. 

  

 

 

She doesn't match my frenzy  

And I often assume her dead. 

But I envy her silence, 

Ahen I can't help blabbering passionately... 

I'll never be able to say as much as her. 
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Our disparity irks me like unfit puzzle pieces. 

But in moments of epiphany, 

When life shelters and shatters illusion, 

My mind echoes another voice... 

We are not black and white. 

We are not The Sun and The Moon. 

We are each other. 

Dwaita Mondal 
Department of English 

Presidency University 
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Alone in a room at the rainbow's end, I look into a mirror, 

The mirror, is as if a border between two worlds, one far, the other near; 

One with colour, the other black and white, 

There's someone on the other side, 

She stares, I stare, and time passes by. 

It's the same eyes, same smile as me, yet so very different, 

Slender wrists, slim body, hair thick in a braid. 

Friends surround her, her parents look proud, 

A lover with twinkling eyes, all amidst the grey crowd. 

She moves when I move, smiles when I do, 

She has all I want, yet nothing much of real value. 
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For you see, she doesn't even have colour, 

Just a happy reflection of some lonely girl, in a world full of pallor. 

I close my eyes and open them, the crowd around her is gone, 

I have tears in my eyes, she has none, she like me is a loner. 

Giving me a rueful smile she bids me goodbye, 

The world of colours leaves the world of black and white. 

Reality realises desires have an origin truly vain, 

Sighing in defeat, the Mirror of the Erised falls silent again. 

Anwesha Banerjee 
Department of Life Sciences 

Presidency University 
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IT IS PARAPRAXIS, A MAGAZINE WHERE YOU CAN LET WONDERS SLIP OUT OF YOUR MIND 
AND PEN THEM DOWN ON A BLANK PAGE. BILINGUAL IN NATURE, AND THUS OFFERING 
BOTH ENGLISH AND BENGALI PIECES FOR ALL TO DIVE IN AND ENJOY, THIS MAGAZINE IS 
PRESENTED TO YOU BY THE STUDENTS OF THE CURRENT UG II BATCH OF THE DEPARTMENT 
OF ENGLISH, PRESIDENCY UNIVERSITY, KOLKATA.  

WE STARTED OUT REAL SMALL, WITH RANDOM IDEAS POPPING UP  IN OUR MINDS 
ONE WINTER AFTERNOON TOWARDS THE BEGINNING OF THIS YEAR, AND NOW, WE ARE 
PROUD TO SAY THAT IT HAS BLOSSOMED INTO SOMETHING WE COULD ONLY HOPE FOR. 

IT IS OUR VISION AND A SOCIAL RESPONSIBILITY TO PROVIDE AN OPEN AND 
INCLUSIVE SPACE FOR ONE AND ALL TO SHOWCASE THEIR WONDERS TO THE WORLD, ONE 
WORD AT A TIME - WHERE YOU MIGHT JUST FIND A BEAUTIFUL PIECE OF YOURSELF. WE 
HOPE THAT WITH YOUR HELP, WE WILL BE ABLE TO REACH NEW ZENITHS OF 
ACHIEVEMENTS. 

Reach us at: 

parapraxis.presiders@gmail.com 

6295903721 (WhatsApp) 
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