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Editorial
Seasons change. Summer moves on to winter, monsoons to autumn, winds come and go. The earth moves. This change is reflected in human
beings. They grow warm during summers, sow their crops during monsoons, feel cold and sullen when winter visits, in spring bloom like
daffodils, yearn like the green roots during autumns. Relationships change, as do colours, palettes, and forces of history, where he who reigns
today, falls down tomorrow. Kalisada's meghadoota visits the lone lover on his way to the mountains. And the poet, alone, sitting by his window,
contemplates, trying to make sense of this continuous eternal changing flow of seasons, of how that change manifests on the earth, is reflected
on the human soul, and beyond.
The October Edition of Afsaane presents a bouquet of creative entries in various forms and different languages that centre around this theme of
changing seasons, and its manifold effects. Happy reading —
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S{iereT- SEC3I 2T HeTe Fall
E;ﬁ Fﬁ;'? W;Tﬁﬁ In winter’s grasp,
: Qj - :;‘@g 'F ’ I'm embraced by warm memories
R S Clenched tight in the past -
ﬁj"m %a' : ’ 2 A heart soaked in miseries.
2 T g & 923 ] As summer’s radiance peaks
& o1 78 %I’ \ The Sun is high, and the sky reeks.
GS1 R TS G:% BT a1 et @ AT 31 l\ §um eyes,
R, Eﬁf 597 H?ﬁ > ’ | /c\‘\\ ‘ There isn't much for them to see;
! \ - So much light around
3T ST AT N
- 5 | Yet only darkness engulfs me.
.. 2y ’ 2 In the vernal mist, reasons try to find me,
3 v fipe & qa ' AN Lies metastasis
o o7 7T £ %I, The truth concealed deep in the pit.
. Froth veils her lips,
AROT T HY, S{Td &I &g o, Helpless
3;94.3[ . as.g; gi;{gﬂﬂ E‘e’f 2 ?leTf, I suffer - like my cat dying of hope.
' ’ Come autumn,
3TST ALY &, AT el SALMAIG BT AT AT, I shine bright
5 , :
* ad & Shedding old skin, troubles, and plight.
3 HrgH ftr & sga,
epfcl 1 7l Fram el
-Akruti Mishra (Course, Year)
-SIFBT (BT, Tgdta at)
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-Hemant Singh (BA (H) English, I)

6PM thought

And then I knew it came. Not because the calendars said so. The
intuitive feeling of a breeze of melancholy, the monotonic blues of the
sky often prompt me. I can't help but presume that most of us feel the
same, no, scratch that, I presume almost all living beings feel and react
the same. On certain days as I'm wandering in the blue sky and before I
know, it turning mystic black makes me realise how we yearn for the
times passed. The stars twinkling amidst black makes me feel so far
away from reality, thinking why we often take pleasure in sad songs so
much or tragic movies in that case. Is it that sadness and pleasure are
not distinct or that we relate so much what we've grown through to it?
Like the trees in the dormant period, we often feel numb, or we feel too
much that our activities go on a hiatus. We mourn for what we are
today, but we never realized that at certain points in our lives, dreamt
for what we are today, even if it varies so much now. But for the silver
lining we so much get to bond with our family, friends and dear ones
around a bonfire that makes our cold hearts warm, that keeps the light
burning, the heart beating in us. And so, we fly, we dream in darkness,
and we devour paradise in bits that we do not even realise it except in
our solitude that the season provides.

-Maibam Malemkhomba (B.Sc (H) Botany, I)
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M y lover's fall

Autumn is knocking at the doors of my spring,
I hide behind the curtains and witness the leaves fall as it trails across the
path I built.
Our love is the same way, is it not?
I build it every morning
Only for the night to carry autumn at its back.

The wind whispers in my ears, secrets to an everlasting spring,
Siphoning souls of the trees that fell prey to the same autumn's breath.
They tell me about their decadent springs,

Their misery hidden behind beauty's veil that's now golden and falling.
Love, after all, is finding beauty in the ruins of your lover's being.

I find beauty in her autumn too,

When the sky burns in a million shades and the leaves crumple and create
a melody,

Every time I smell the cinnamon on my toast
Or
The warmth of coffee on my cold hands,

Every hug we share because it's cold and we're young.
Endings are beautiful too, I think;

Since every ending is supposed to be a new beginning,

How can the love end anyway
If,

Autumn is my lover's season
And I am the spring hiding in her vicinity?

-Anshika Mehta (Course, Year)
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A wait for winter deAdl Mausam

I was wearing a long dress, In the symphony of seasons, a dance so divine,
With a scarf around my neck. Behold the changing weather, a captivating sign.
[ was feeling too hot, Badalta mausam, a canvas in flux,

And so I looked out,
And the bright rays of sun, I saw.
[ sighed and removed my scarf,
And shed my beloved leaves.
I went for a walk to see my trees
And flowers; them surrounded by bees.
I stopped and stared into space
Wondering if I'll ever come to love the sun's gaze.
Now, it's raining.

Nature's own poetry, a tale of luck.
Springs tender whispers, a floral embrace,
Paints the world in hues, a delicate grace.
Yet, as petals unfurl, a warmth in the air,
The melody shifts, a metamorphosis rare.
Summer emerges with a fiery kiss,

The sun reigns high, in a sizzling bliss.
Golden landscapes shimmer, under its sway,

The streets and roads are flooding. But soon, the mood shifts, a transition underway.

The earth is damp and the air looks gloomy, ¢ Monsoon arrives, a tempests embrace,
And I feel myself getting heavy. Raindrops compose, a liquid grace.

But the rain never ceases to bring — Thunderous rhythms, a celestial spree,

A strange peace to my heart and mind. BN Nature's tears and laughter, wild and free.
So I relax my shoulders, and walk by. N\ AL ™ Autumn descends, leaves a fiery trail,

Soon, it will be winter again, \ ' Crimson and amber, a farewell tale.
When the nights are bright and the earth bare. The air turns Crisp, a subtle retreat,
The air will be so cold that I might get sick, B i A palette of memories, bittersweet.

But I will always love the merriness winter brings.
[ know that I'll be wearing then,
Whatever I had to shed before. /
I will be wearing my long dress A\
With a scarf around my neck.

Winters arrival, a frosty decree,
A hush in the air, a wintry decree.
Yet, in the chill, a quiet charm,
Badalta mausam, nature's rhythmic psalm.
In this ever-changing, cyclical rhyme,
Badalta mausam, a paradigm.
-Neha Anees (B.Sc (H) Chemistry, I) A tale of transformation, in nature’s grand scheme,

A poetic ode to a transient dream.

-Anuska Kumari (B.Com (H), III)
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