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FROM THE DESK OF
EDITOR - IN - CHIEF

Dear Readers,

Let us celebrate the festive November.
Wishing you all Happy Diwali and a
prosperous year ahead. | am writing this
while the grand celebration is on in the
religious town of Ayodhya where 5.51 Lac
lamps are being lit, creating a new world
record. Good reading is another form of
enlightenment and we, through the
SquarePetals Global Webzine are doing our
little bit, for the people and society.

14th November is Childrens Day and this
edition is dedicated to the lovely children of
the world. May all the children be blessed
with the right growth, nutrition, education
and care.

It is pink of winters now, weather is beautiful
and poetry has to follow consequently. So
enjoy prize winning and other poems, along
with the informative articles in this edition.
And don’t miss to peek into the art & photo
editing feature, you will love it.

Take good care of yourselves and keep
smiling.

Sansriti Johri
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Shl-l"&N;[T}lhK“I COTTLECTION Outfits. His diverse talents has

shine in various
Aarav

made him
fields and
has also
cleared the
first round
audition
of Sabse

Bada Kalakar
channel.

show on Sony

He strides with impressive glance and an
innocent smile! Aarav Bhavnani became the
pride of Vadodara city, reaching Top 20 in the
Super Dancer season 1. Soon he was aired on
Radio City with RJ Roshan as Jr. RJ!

Climbing heights through dedicated efforts,
Arav was among top 100 contestants
mesmerising the spectators by his
performance in the Dance India Dance
Mumbai Studio, and he was appreciated by
the celebrity judges.

Aarav then made his mark doing runway
modeling for Kids Clothing Brands at India Kids

Fashion Week. He is also the EsquireVJ Showcase COver Sto ry

model for Sunehri Collection NS Series Designer
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Certificate

2018-2019
This certificate is awarded to

Aarav Jee}endra Bhavnani
of
Navrachana School
Vadodara
under Group - I

Jorthe performance in the
Inter - School Level o f S

cnu&ddd'wfag t&acMyurZOIG-19

SpellBee International Compeﬁtion

Winning many prizes and certificates for his

outstanding performances Aarav Bhavnani is also a

Glam Kids Vadodara finalist and always an a
student.

Virtual Navratri Competition 2020
Onganised by
SHUBHAM SANSKAR VARG
Certificate of Award
b beseby graeeed w

Aarav Bhavnani

In recognition of outstanding performance in
Shioka Redtation Competition

Gereod: Ocovber 27, 2000

Eroomt Ogyovsarn:

fgon}a Hirackar

rdent

2
¥
i,

Presently the li’l master is becoming a tabla & drums
maestro at the Sangeet Prathmik Shiksha and we wish

him great success .
Indeed Aarav Bhavnani is an all rounder
budding SuperStar !

- 1" INTER SCHOOL ONLINE YOGA CHAMPIONSHIP 2020 av "
3 ¢
Conducted by P
@ :'w
e SISHRA YOGALAYA .o
Sishra Yogalaya

ON OCCASION OF
6" INTERNATIONAL YOGA DAY
CERTIFICATE OF APPRECIATION

This is to certify that Selvan Aarav Bhavnani Studying in

Navrachana Schoal has won 2™ place in the age

group of Boys 8 Years _event __Common Category on 1* INTER SCHOOL|
ONLINE YOGA CHAMPIONSHIP 2020 held at Chennai, 73 on 21.06,2020.

D\ honon O A
D.Vasanthi M.Sc (IT),MBA Kumari D. Menon MA,,B.Ed Sindhu Ranjit M.A (Yoga)
Director,Sei Little Creations President, Sishra Yogalaya Founder, Sishra Yogalaya
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ATTITUDE OF POSITIVITY

"We will either find a way or make one."

- Hannibal
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We all know the Biblical story of David and
Goliath. Goliath was a giant of a man. He struck
fear in everyone’s heart. One day, a 17 year old
shepherd boy came to visit his brothers and
asked. "Why don’t you stand up and fight the
giant?” The brothers were terrified of Goliath and
they replied, “Don’t you see, he is too big to hit?”
But David said, “No, he is not too big to hit, he is
too big to miss.” The rest is history. We all know
what happened. David killed the giant with the
slingshot. The lesson here is the same situation
but different perceptions.

In times of challenges it is our perceptions that
determine our outcome from whatever situation
that we find ourselves in. How you see your
situation, informs what you think about your
situation and what will happen at the end of the
day.

Our attitude determines how we look at a
setback. To a positive thinker, attitude can be a
stepping stone to success. To a negative thinker,
it can be a stumbling block. Napoleon Hill, author
of Think and Grow Rich, wrote, “Every problem
comes with an equal or greater opportunity.”

You need to maintain a positive attitude towards
your problem or setback. You need to have a
positive perception towards your situation. Even
in times of failure and disappointments, resolve
to be positive. To a positive thinker, failure is the
highway to success and to a negative thinker
failure is a death sentence. Success is not
measured by the position that we attain in life or
the material and financial things that we acquire.
Rather it is measured by our ability to push
through the limitations to get where we are. This
involves overcoming obstacles and setbacks.
Success in life is not determined by how well we
are doing compared with others, but how we are
doing in comparison with what we are capable of
doing. In order to push through limits, you need
to keep improving, learning, training and
practicing.

Success is not measured by how high we go in
life; but rather by how many times we bounce
back when we fall down. It is this bouncing back
ability that determines success.

To bounce back is determined by how hard we
push through our limits.

Colonel Sanders, at age 65, was a man who would
have been limited by his old age not to go after
his dream. He refused to be limited by his age. At
65 he realized he had to do something to improve
his situation and position in life. He remembered
his mother’s fried chicken recipe and went out
selling. Think about how many doors he had to
knock on before he got his first order. How many
of us feel limited by age factor. Age shouldn’t
limit you from dreaming bigger and taking bigger
actions to achieve it.
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It is never too late to achieve your dream. Age is a
matter of number, it is not a hindrance. Keep
pushing through your limits until you achieve your
dream. Warren Buffet became a billionaire at an
age 65 years. Jeff Bezo started his business at the
age 35. They never allowed age factor to limit
them from pursuing their dreams.

One day a partially deaf, four year old boy
returned home from school with a note that he
gave his mom. The note was given to him by his
class teacher. The teacher wrote that the boy
will not be able to learn. His mother rejected
the limits imposed on her child. She decided to
teach her child at home and that grew up to be
the great Thomas Edison. Thomas Edison had only
three months of formal schooling. He never
allowed his lack of schooling limit him from
becoming the great inventor he was.

No one and nothing can limit you except you
allow yourself to be limited and accept to be
limited. Whatever is limiting is what you have
accepted within you. All success stories are
stories of people who pushed through limits. They
refused to subject and condition themselves to
any form of limitation. They bounced back
stronger and broke through barriers. Young
Beethoven was told he had no talent for music,
but he gave some of the best music to the world.
Most people quickly give up when their friends
and families tell them that they can’t achieve
their dreams or try to discourage them that they
lack the talent. It is not true. You have the ability
to do whatever you have focused your mind on.
Allowing people to dictate the direction of your
life is the most dangerous thing to do. On the
journey of destiny be careful who is giving you
direction to where you are going to. A wrong step
with a wrong direction could limit you from
fulfilling your destiny.

Setbacks and disappointment are inevitable. A
setback can act as a driving force and also an

obstacle. You need to develop a positive attitude
no matter the pressure. Learn to become victor
not a victim. Don’t allow fear and doubt to
short-circuit your mind. Positive thinking
eliminates limitation.

~
\Q_;} - Michael Ediale
f )h Life Coach, Motivator
\ % & Best Seller Author
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Children’s Day Greetings! .
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EMOTIONAL

Animosity seems to be leading the time
Saying, save the humanity

From this terrifying gravity

Snatching away the SMILES and
HAPPINESS of many SHE...

Man has changed his odyssey

Left with no mercy

Has become so messy

Werestling in fake competitions

Trying to win over himself.
Socially, Man fragmented himself into
Nations
Separated himself into Religions
With a persisting belief in Casteism
Created a never-ending Racism

Ms. Kavita Gupta
Assistant Professor

Department of Psychology

B .

And divided himself into Divisions. _
Oh! GOD.... why MAN is committing crime Faculty of Education and Psychology
Breaking law and order The Maharaja Sayajirao University of Baroda
Putting the disorder on prime Vadodara, Gujarat (INDIA).

Killing Humanism

Leaving behind Conscience and Pragmatism
Every other day, WOMEN assaulted around
WOMAN left alone with no one to take care
behind

Haunted by wicked darkness ahead

10

Squarepetals, November 2020




TIME CYGLE (KAL CHAKRA)

Since the time Immemorial
Subjected to Humiliation

Five thousands years Lockdown
With untouchability crown !
People used to make them Sanitized
As our touch made them sensitized
Treated as Alien and stranger

As something in us is danger
Villages are at borderline

Forever we are Quarantine

No rights to enter into the temple
It was our life’s part and parcel

For centuries and centuries

Like Social distance a Life-Imprisonment

Fault is this Mask of caste?
Which is not in our hand.

But now TIME CYCLE changed
See now the world is REVENGED

EsquireV) Intellect b B.S. Parimal

Website Creation, hosting, content Assistant Professor
designing & animations....

www.esquirevj.com
Ph: +91 7778896137 Faculty of Education and Psychology

Email : info@esquirevj.world The Maharaja Sayajirao University of Baroda

Vadodara, Gujarat (INDIA).

Department of Psychology
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Acrshita Saxena

Calendar 2021 Contestant!
www.esquirevj.com

"y
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JIn Real Race, Rabbit wing

Comically, the story ‘The Rabbit and Tortoise’
and its moral ‘Slow and steady wins the race’,
both are remarkably good but when it comes
to apply this in real world; I'll say, it’'s a mad
idea. Never get motivated by this story,
particularly if you are not rabbit in that
domain of task.

Luckily, even if you win the race in the first
time, what about the other next races? Keep
this in mind that Real life is not just about a
single race; it has time bound daily races and
not every time the rabbit is going to sleep nor
you will have unbound time to complete the
race, so being slow and steady would not help
you.

You might have heard about the people who
quit their own area of excellence and put a lot
of effort to crack a particular exam or
interview just to fulfill their loved one’s
dream. Somehow, many a times they achieve
their goals too, but they soon get frustrated
and get into severe depression which

sometimes even leads to suicide. I’'m not
discouraging you, neither want you to stop
trying, but rather want you to think rationally.
After failing to win multiple times, definitely
soon you would be frustrated and the hard
work and effort that you had made to win the
previous race would just be a matter of luck
for other people.

Always try to focus on your own area of
excellence instead of comparing your qualities
with someone else. If you are tortoise; that’s
completely OK, you have unique qualities of
your own; why do you want to run a race with
a rabbit? People hesitate to say ‘NO’ to such
races, probably because of their ego or may
be because they don’t want to show
themselves inferior. But this becomes the
reason for their failure; unhappy, dissatisfied
and annoyed life in future.

Competition is good when itis done in a
healthy manner with the people who are
better than you in the area of your interest
and expertise. Like if you have a good voice
and singing ability then try to improve it and

13
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compete with other singers; in this case even
if you lose, you would not be frustrated easily
because you are interested in it, and gap
between wining is less.

If you are fastest runner in your district then
try to compete with the fastest runner of your
state but don’t feel inferior to say NO, if
someone asks you to race with ‘Maserati’. It
would be like a tortoise-rabbit race.

Same thing applies for the people of society
too. If you are rich, famous celebrity with
millions of followers then you can think of
picking fight with high authorities who are
powerful when they are wrong but if you are a
middle class man with no die hard followers
then don’t dare to shout alone from ground
zero level without any planning and support.
Most probably in that case, you’ll be lost
before someone finds you and provides you
help. Stay calm, say NO to such fights keeping
your ego aside for a while, till it is the
favourable time for you.

-  AKSHAY KUMAR SINGH
- Student of ‘The Maharaja Sayajirao University
of Baroda

HITCHHIKING WENT
WRONG

The thunder of the clouds made me jump out
of my skin. It was pouring down like crazy and,
for a poor soul like me- who was walking
home- it was a terrible time. Trotting down
the road in a storm like condition was an
unavoidable choice | had to make. My car
decided to take a rest at this wretched time. It
was so dark that | could not even see beyond
a few feet in front of me and, the continuous
assault of the raindrops was helping me
either. | was fortunate enough that | had not
fallen in one of those open sewers yet but,
seeing how my luck has turned out till now, |
would be least surprised. Shivering, | pulled
my coat tighter around me- as if that would
work- to save some warmth and cautiously
continued my journey.

Another combination of thunder and
lightning and, | was scared shitless! Already
done with this weather, all | wanted was to
get home as quickly as possible. | had not
seen my family in years, heck this was the
first time in years that | had set my foot in my
hometown. | looked up at the sky, prayed to
whoever was there listening, and hoped that
somehow, | get through this lousy time.
Hanging my head low, | trudged on, dragging
my legs through, now ankle-deep water.
Suddenly, | could see a dim yellow light in
front of me and a shape like a silhouette. It
seemed like it was surrounding me, but |
could not find any source. Wait a minute if
the light was surrounding me; it meant that it
was coming from behind. In an instant, |
turned around only to have the 'dim' yellow
light to shine brightly straight into my eyes.

14
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At that moment, | wondered whether the
water had clogged my brain. Shaking my
head, | watched it closely and realized a car
was approaching me. NO! My lucky stars had
finally answered my pleas! A miracle has
taken place!

The car pulled up next to me and, | saw a
pretty young lad in the driving seat. He must
barely be in his twenties, and beside him was
a pretty young girl, most probably his age.

"Excuse me, Sir, would you like us to drop you
somewhere?" He surprisingly had a deep
voice for his face. | was not expecting that.

"It is not safe to walk in this weather; do you
have a
place to
stay?"
"Yes, if
itis
alright
with
you, can
you
please
give me
aride
back
home?"
| barely
was able
to get
that

sentence
out, with all the shivering and my jaw
chattering.

"Of course, just hop in the back." The boy said
with a charming smile adorning his face.

Not needing to be told again, |
unceremoniously sat in the back seat. The
warm air from the heater felt like rain in a
desert- huh, the irony- welcoming and much
needed. | put my hands out towards the
radiator, like thawing frozen food, and tried to
stop shuddering too much. Although | was
dripping wet and cold to my bone, the warm
and crisp air in the car was warming up my
body slowly. Usually, car seats don't comfort
me much and, | try to sit as upright as | could
to have minimum contact, but | swear | could
have slept like a baby in the back seat at that
moment. Well, | almost did, but the girl's voice
kept me from drifting into the darkness.

"SO,
where is it that we are taking you?" she
guestioned.

"Ohright, | live on the St. Peter's lane. | think
it five miles from here if | am not wrong." |

15
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replied. "l hope that | am not causing an
inconvenience to you. | am sure you would
rather be on your way home than give me a
lift."

"No, of course not, you needed help and, we
were there to offer it. Plus, no one should be
walking in this horrible condition. We are
more than happy to give you help." The girl
said in a sweet voice. Too sweet if you ask
me. But | pushed that thought out of my
mind; | should not be thinking about the
people who are selflessly helping me in this
manner. To pass some time, | started a small
chit-chat. | got to know their names- Patrick
and Susan, pretty generic names, if you ask
me- and a little bit more about their lives. As |
had predicted, they were just twenty-two.
Students majoring in music, they were here
for hiking for the weekend.

Patrick was driving slowly and, due to the
constant lull of the engine and exertion, my
eyes started to droop.

"Hey, do you mind if | rest for a little bit? | am
feeling tired." | asked politely.

"Sure, we will wake you up when we get to
your street." Susan said and, again, there was
the nagging feeling. The way she talked was
sickeningly sweet. No one is this soft-spoken
and friendly! | decided that | don't like her
very much. Patrick is okay but, this woman is
ticking me off. Keeping that thought in my
mind, | tried to sleep- a little more cautiously,
mind you, | am a light sleeper- and rest till we
arrived at my house. Somehow, even in the
given circumstances, | found the calming
effect produced by the sound of the rain. It
helped me to slip in a deeper sleep than | had

planned, and | couldn't stop myself and got
cozy in the back seat.

But as my life has bad luck weighing more
than good luck, | woke up. Or rather was
rudely pulled out of my slumber by whispers-
remember | am a light sleeper- of my helpers.

"He is going to be a burden, Patrick, we have
to do something." Susan whispered.

"It will be alright; | don't think that he will
notice anything. It is too dark to see, much
less to be suspicious about anything anyway."
Patrick replied.

"What if he does? Our identities will get
exposed, and it will all be over. We cannot
risk it." Susan's voice was so low that, had |
not strained my ears, | would have missed it.
After listening to this, all | could think about
was, what had | noticed and who are they. |
looked to my right and saw a dark shape on
the seat. Was it always there? | asked myself.
Very subtly, | moved my hand to uncover
what was lying under the sheet. | was not
able to move much without calling attention
to me, but what | saw chilled me to my
bones. As it was dark, | couldn't see much,
but it seemed like a hand. | almost let out a
loud gasp. | looked at it again to make sure |
was not hallucinating, but the more | stared
at it, the more | was convinced of it. What the
heck did | think when | got into the car of
total strangers! Oh, that is right, | didn't, my
stupid brain decided not to raise any
questions.

"Then what are we supposed to do?" | heard
Patrick ask.

16
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"I'don't know, but what | do know is that this
man cannot be here anymore. | had tried to
stop you from offering him a lift, but you
didn't listen. Now we are at risk of getting
exposed!" Even though she spoke softly, the
silence in the car amplified Susan's voice.

"Okay fine, | am sorry. But what should we do
now? Do you have any plans?" asked Patrick.

"All | think of right now is ditching him. | don't
think

he

has

supposed to do! Is there any way | could turn
the tables?

"Yeah, | guess we would have to do that. Even
the weather is on our side. It will be an easy
task."

| discreetly started looking for anything that
could help me escape these lunatic people.
To my horror, while searching the backseat, |
managed to make a sound, which made

figured out who we are yet, and no one saw
us picking him up. If we get rid of him soon,
we will be alright." This wretched woman is
conspiring to kill me! | have to do something,
but what. | could simply ask them to drop me
off, but | have already seen their faces. They
won't risk that and let me be on my merry
way. And if | pretend to wake up now, they
will surely suspect that | have heard
everything they said, and that will solidify
their decision even more. Oh, what am |

Susan snap her head back at me. | froze on
my spot, praying hard that she didn't see me.
| could feel a drop of sweat running down on
the side of my face and my spine. She turned
back around and faced Patrick.

"Sweetie, | think he is waking up." It was like
she switched her personality! Just a few
seconds ago, she was planning my murder
and, now she sounded like the most caring
person in the world. Like a bulb, an idea lit in
my head. To escape my murderers, | would
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have to kill them. It made perfect sense! It's
like they said, no one saw us, it is raining, so
no traces left behind and | could easily escape
in the dark. It was a perfect plan. Yes, | have
got them now and, | will show them that they
were wrong to mess with me. | sensed a
smile growing on my face, and | almost felt
giddy to follow through the plan. |

was excited to see how
this goes.

Coincidently, |
felt
something
hard near
my legs.
Slowly,
very
slowly, |
bent
down
and felt
the
object
with my
hands. It felt
like a rod or
something; it was
difficult to tell.
Smirking to myself, |
picked it up.
Running my

hand along

the length

of the

object, |

realized that it was a
spanner. It was my ticket to freedom, and
unfortunately for my 'friends' here, it was
their end. | gripped the tool tightly in my
hand, waiting for the right opportunity. |

cannot rush into it; | have to strike at the
perfect moment. As Susan was right across
me, she would receive the first blow and,
Patrick would go down next. Yes, this was
flawless. But of course, nothing in my life
ever went smoothly, so why would this? The
moment | was about to raise my hand to hit
the wretched woman, Patrick slowed down
the car and ultimately stopped
it.

Did they come to know
what | was about to
do? Is this where
they kill me? What
are they
planning? |
started asking
myself these
questions. Any
other man
would have
started panicking
by now, but not
me. | was still like a
log and steady as a
doctor's hand. | am
ready to do this, prepared
to save myself.

"No, no, no, now is not the
time!" Patrick
shouted.

"Sweetie, what's
wrong?" worry was
dripping from her voice. |

hated her.

"I don't know!" He tried to turn the keys
multiple times, "Maybe water has clogged
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the engine." He sighed and hit the steering
wheel.

For music majors, they were not bad actors, |
thought. You could fool anyone, but not me. |
can see right through you.

trick got out and sharply closed the door.
Finally, an opening. | pretended to wake up
because of the noise and asked Susan what
the matter was. After hearing her excuse, |
offered my help, like the nice man | was, and
got out. With the spanner snuggly sitting in
my coat, | went near Patrick and saw him
leaning towards the engine.

"Hey, need any help?" | offered. | was ready
with the tool in my hand. | was prepared for
this, eager to taste my freedom. The moment
he turned around, | swung my arm and
landed a blow on his head and, that was the
end of Patrick. One hefty hit was all it took
for him to fall. Although | knew that he was
dead, | couldn't stop myself. | kept on hitting
him until | heard a cry.

"Stop it! What have you done!" | got pushed
by a wailing Susan. That woman! Just one
look of her and something snapped inside
me. | grabbed her by the hair and threw her
on the side of the road.

"You wretched woman! You wanted to kill
me and look where it got you!" | was almost
shouting.

"What? Kill you? | don't- why would you do
that to Patrick? We helped you." She sat
trembling in front of me, with tears
streaming down her face and begging for her
life.

"Stop the act now. You lunatics were going to
kill me and, | have turned the tables." |
sensed a laugh bubbling inside me and, |

didn't feel the need to stop it. | let it out; | let
everything out.

"Oh, how the hunters became the prey." |
moved towards her, arm raised, blood
dripping from the tool, and | was still
laughing. It was fun to see the woman who
was spewing venom, begging on her knees,
and so helpless. Almost like a frenzy, | leaped
on her started bashing her head. Just like
while killing Patrick, | didn't stop, not until |
felt the last of the raindrops on me. Glancing
up the sky, | could see it clearing gradually. |
let out a sigh of satisfaction- or perhaps it
was of pleasure, | couldn't tell- and stood
back up. Flinging the bloodied tool to the
nearby bushes, | swatted my shoulders,
straightened my jacket, and again proceeded
to walk towards my house.

| had just walked a few hundred meters when
a man pulled up beside me and stopped me
in my tracks.

"Hey man, do need a lift?"

"Yes, please. My house is a bit further away
from here." | replied.

"Not a problem, get in." Such a jovial fellow
he was.With a roguish smirk, | get into his car
and, he drove away.

"Do you mind if | switched on the radio?" He
asked.

| simply shrugged as an answer. Listening to
the radio would be fun, | figured. It crackled
to life, but due to the weather, the signal was
not as strong so, all we could hear was static
for a few moments.

Suddenly, a voice rang clear through all the
static:
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"It is to inform all the citizens; there is a killer
on the loose and, we strictly advise you to
stay inside your home and lock your doors. Euloge Your Achievements & Highlight your days!
Do not let any strangers in and be cautious.
His name is John Krave and ..." The rest of the
message drowned in the static.

MEDIA COVERAGE

"Mad World, ain't it? Good that | picked you
up before anything bad happened." He
commented.

| let out a small laugh, "Oh, yes, thank you. |
am grateful for your help."

"No worries. So, what is your name?" Quarecl)etals

Ph: +817778896137 /891

n n
...John Krave. emall: esquirevj@gmail.com

www.esquirevj.com www.squarepetals.com

Anuya Gadkari
Student English Literature
The M. S. University of Baroda

Marketing Solutions
WHATSAPP MAIRKETING

DIGITAL MARKETING

E- MAIL MARKETING

SOCiIAL MEDIA MARKETING

GOOGLE / YOUTUBE ADVERTISING
NSWEBZINE /) MAGAZINE ADVERTISING

BLOG ADVERTISING

EsquireV)] Aduvuvertising & Marketing
Ph. 7778896137 /891
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bBondings

“How are you, Ma?” | said, looking at my
mother’s photograph.

| re member it was only last summer
vacation that the cameraman had captured
the best moment of my life. It’s been a year
since she left me and Papa. Neither of us
knew how valuable that moment was. In
the photograph, she was embracing me.
Her twinkling eyes were so welcoming and
alive! The only
way to see
her was
through the
glasses of
imagination. |
was used to
her silence.

“IgotanAin
9th standard.
Everybody
clapped that
day. And
when |
reached
home, |
surprised
Papa. He said that he was proud of me.
That day, we missed you the most, Ma. I'm
going to grandpa’s. Now you need to have
rest. It’s going to be a long journey to
Bharuch.”

Looking out the window, | saw passengers
boarding on. “Ma!” | heard a boy said.
| followed the voice.

“My shoe lace.” he put forth his untied shoe.

“Ahmad beta,” another voice said, “when will

you learn to tie your laces? Let me show you

”

how.
His mother bent over to tie the shoelace. |
smiled at them. | never learned myself. It
was my mother who used to tie them for
me.

“Daalwale!” a voice filled the compartment.
“Daalwalaaaaaay!”

The aroma of lemon, tomato, green
mango and chaat masala reached my
nostrils. It worked as an appetiser.

“I want one!” |
called to the
hawker.

=y
n

Handing him over
Rs. 10, | started
devouring it. It
has a special
place in my heart.
In fact, in every
Indian’s heart.

“Is this seat
taken?” a soft
voice asked. “No,
no,” | answered
without looking
up, “you may sit
here.” “I’'m going
to Sayan,” she said, “and you?”

“Bharuch.” | replied.

When | had finished it, | opened my plastic
bag and threw the news wrapper in.

“Most of the people throw it outside the
window,” she asked, “why did you keep it
inside?” Her voice was familiar to me. It was
my mother’s.

| smiled at her, “Ma always told me to not
throw away newspapers. You never know if
you missed something important.”
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“Good boy!” she patted my head. “Your
mother is right in that.”

It was the same way she used to pat me
whenever | did something good.

The trained whistled, the slight push
indicated the departure of the train.
People waved each other goodbyes.

beta?”
“And,

she asked.
and yours?”

“What’s your
“Moinkn.” |
“Nabeela”

It was my mother’s name. | stared at her for
a moment. “Are you travelling alone?” she
asked.

“Yes,” | replied, blinking.

name,
said.

The warmth of her smile cheered me up. |
looked at her occasionally. Once, she caught
me side-glancing at her but she smiled more.

“What’s your father?” she asked
pulling out a half-knitted
sweater from her handbag. “My
father is a teacher.” | said.

“I’'m a teacher too.” she smiled.

“Look at your shoelaces, Moin beta,” she
said, “you haven’t tied them properly. Let me
doit.”

| reminisced how Ma used to say the same
words to me. | was almost in tears. A tear
drop trickled down my cheek and fell on her
finger. | immediately rubbed my eyes.

“Why are you crying, beta?” she asked
worriedly.

“No.” I lied. “I’'m not crying, auntie. It was an
insect. It’s gone.”

She gave me a suspicious look. But then,
another voice saved me from her discovery.
“Chai, chai, chai!” the man shouted. “Chai
bolo, chai!”

“Would you like some?” she offered. “Sure!”
| said. “Here’s ten—"

“I'll pay,” she placed my ten rupees in my
pocket. We started having tea.

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

both looked at each other and smiled.

“We drink the same way.” she noticed.
“Strange! Isn’t it?” | nodded.

Me and Ma had the same manner of
having tea, sitting together and tittle-
tattling for a great deal of time.

| saw Sayan approach. The station’s arrival
meant her departure. How | wished she
would stay a little longer, or the train
moved slower or time stopped by.

“Looks like it’s time to say goodbye!” she

stood up from her seat and the train lost
momentum.

[

\

Moin Khan Pathan

A young writer at the age when

\ he is appearing for his /

12% Grade in School
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Negative Emotions?
Also a Sign of Life.

Recently | and my mum were featured in an interview
with Dr Darshana Thakkar and Dr Parthiv Mehta.
Among other things we talked about life after my
accident and how | managed to stay mentally strong.
The one thing that touched me and made me smile
was a little sentence Dr Thakkar said near the end. It
might even have gone unnoticed by everyone else;
I'm not sure, but for me? Definitely not so!

What she said was quite simple, that | must be trying
really hard all the time not to break down internally,
for | enjoy a lot of things when | can, during some of
the most energetic years of my life, despite being on a
wheelchair...and she's right. It is the time of my life
where | would definitely have wished to move around
freely, bunk some lectures, go on unplanned trips and
parties with my friends, maybe even a date. It
becomes difficult in a wheelchair and | sometimes feel
angry, frustrated, restricted, sad - all of it, even
jealous of other people because they can do things

that | can't. | am only human, and it is probably a good

thing that | feel these things.

| feel. The fact that | can, and | do feel emotionally

vulnerable, simply points to one thing that | am alive, |

am thriving and | haven't given up on life yet. Have
you ever seen or heard about a corpse being able to
feel any emotions at all? No; right? It is biologically
not possible. This is why | think it is important to feel
vulnerable sometimes - it reminds us of our life or
death status.

On the other hand, however, it is not a good
experience when I'm actually going through my down
times. It can be tough to exercise study or even read a
good book or enjoy some music. It can be difficult to

understand someone else's point of view, to
understand and remember how blessed | am to have
an understanding and loving family, dedicated friends,
my unharmed intellect and physical strength. It is
difficult, but it is these difficult things that help me get
up after an emotional breakdown. Luckily | am quite
resilient so | don't have such phases often, even
though unconsciously | may be battling them all the
time, and when | do have such phases they last hardly
for a few hours. But they are intense.

It is true that life can be emotionally mixed up,
difficult, unnerving, but in the end what matters is
that we take home the right lessons and not let things
pile up. Everyone has negative emotions they are
trying to get over, but how is that ever possible if we
don't be true to ourselves and face them? If we're

determined enough, willing enough, is it really that
hard?

Garima Wyas
Student of Psychology
The M.S.University of Baroda

- SquarePetals
Mrs./ Miss & Mr. India T20

Online Pageant

Reach us : 7778896137 / 891

www.squarepetals.com

www.esquirevj.com
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AFFECTION
Between a mother and a child,
So pure and innocent,
To light the lamp of life condescend...

Between a wedded couple,
So responsible and mature,
To create a future that is so secure...

Between two lovers,
So passionate and intense,

To create a heaven without any resistance..

Between the nature and a being,
So intact and dependable,
To bring joy so sustainable..

Between god and a human,
So illusive and unclear,
To come to existence in times of sear...

| By Neha Sama |

NIGHTFALL

Everyone is fast asleep,

While | lay there staring at the sky full of stars
Pin drop silence everywhere,
Except my chaotic mind which wonders how bright
they are.
Opened the window to feel the cold breeze,
And | cannot see a human in sight
It is a beautiful view even though,
* It is the dead silence of night.
The nature is beautiful, look at it now
Time never comes back
ik You might regret your decisions,
Procrastination is where we lack.
Go now, it's not late yet,
Witness the morning twilight
* Before you realise that,
It's the dead silence of night.
You won't be able to leave the house,
* Soon it will be dusk, they say
But on the other side of the world,
It is still morning in the bay.
Even after the sun goes beneath the horizon,
* You still see the moonlight,
Do not give up even if,
It is the dead silence of night.
One that reaches, high up the space
Exists no such ladder,
The grass is crushed and flowers are adored,
But every cloud has a silver border
It is okay to not be perfect,
Even the moon seeks help from the sun to reflect light
It's not the end even if,
It is the dead silence of night.

| By Sreshta Ray |
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Still A Man

| was silently sitting
with my heavy head,
When my mom
blamed dad,
for not loving and
caring for her enough,
for not bringing pearls

Living in the society

and rubies she deserves, Of taboos and

For not taking extra shifts Where gender equality

to educate and feed us, Is nothing more than
for not being an enough man, A myth.

for not being an idol husband.
| am beneath the
invisible cloak,
When my brother is a
solo breadwinner,
and my part-time bodyguard.
| wonder how much that
wrist will weight with all those
heavy bonds, | wonder
how much those frozen
eyes aspire to melt,
how much those ears
crave to hear,
"it's alright to be shy,
it's alright to break and shed,

Patriarchy isn't meant
To be regressive as it is
Patriarchy should not
Mean to use women as just toys.
Patriarchy should not be
Used as a power to force
Women to fall into traps.
Regressive patriarchy is the
Worst enemy towards
The progressive attitude
Of the society.

Now it's time for the
Matriarchy to rise up

I

sht i And fight back the
Its alright if you are not capable R - arehal soci
to break bones and head, egressive patriarchal society
its alright if you cry And thoughts.

and feel pain."
That man within you
will still be a man.

) Subhobroto Das
Wajiha Khan Prize Winner (1st)
Prize Winner (3rd) 5
Penvibe Poetry Contest Penvibe Poetry Contest
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AS A Gire

She curses herself
to be born in this world,
Is it really her fault
to be born as a girl?
Wherever she goes,
there's an eye following her,
When she turns around,
Realizes it was just a hallucination.
This place has scared
the hell outta her soul,
That she feels unsafe
even at her own abode.
Every eye gives her preying looks,
if she shows a little grace.

She receives devilish smirks
even if she covers her face.
They try to touch her
as if she is their property.

She screams and shouts
but no one is around,

And she is caught up in a big misery.
When asked for justice,
all she is given is delay
Now whenever she looks at the mirror,
she feels like a toy to play.

She curses herself
to be born in this world,

Is it really her fault to be born as a girl?
Is it really her fault
.. to be born as a girl?

Satakshi Garg

Student of Psychology
The M. S. University of Baroda

W2MAN

A woman is often misjudged
For her outspoken emotions
She is looked down upon
For her creative notion.
She must be a slave
Of the opposite gender.
And if she refuses to follow
She is a regular offender.
Love or lust
Is her own desire
She will decide to calm it
Or ignite the fire.

A woman must show
What she wants in life.

If she wants to remain a spinster
Or become somebody's wife.
Her life is her own.

Her body shouldn't be seen,
As an opportunity to abuse
By the world so mean.

A woman is often stopped,
From being her own boss.
She is often made to believe
Her life is her very own loss.
Yet every day
We see women stand high
And fight for the right to live,
And fight till the hour they die.

NN

: . Madhumita Bhowmick
Prize Winner (2nd)
-, Penvibe Poetry Contest
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Diwali is the most favorite Festival of India!

Itis enjoyed in every Sweet home. On this occasion many
sweets are made!

We always make Gulabjam but | have made it with an
innovative touch. It's stuffed Gulabjam.

| have made stuffed Gulabjam! Stuffing is made with mava,
coconut, Dryfruits n Saffron. It is served with Kesar Rabdi.
Enjoy friends !

Ingredients

For stuffing

1)1katori mava

2)6 TSP desicated coconut

3)Dryfruits pieces as u like

4)2 TSP(less more as u like) powdered sugar

5)1TSP Cardamom nutneg powder

6)saffron threads 25 boiled in water or saffron syrup 1 TSP

Cover

1)2Bowls mava
2)1/2 katori maida
3)1pinch baking soda
4)1TSP fresh Malai

For sugar syrup

1)3 katori sugar

2)10 saffron threads
3)1TSP Cardamom powder
4) 3katori water

5)3 TSP rose water

For Rabdi
1)1 litre milk
2)1/2TSP Cardamom nutneg powder

3)1katori sugar (less or more)
4)saffron 10 threads

5)Dryfruits pieces as u like

400 grams ghee for deep fry Gulabjam

Method

1)First take mava in a Thali ,add pinch of
bakingsoda,maida,Malai ,and mix it ,knead
soft dough and covered it.

2)Now boil the milk on one side add saffron
,cardamom powder and let it boil on slow
flame,stir in between ,till it becomes
thick,now add sugar let it boil,stir
continuously till the sugar melts,let it boil till
u got desired consistency.

Now take it down Rabdi is ready,when comes
to room temperature ,keep in fridge .

3)Heat kadai on slow flame add mava stir for 2
minutes,now add dryfruit pieces and saute for next 2
minutes,add desicated coconut,cardamom nutmeg powder
and powdered sugar, mix well,add saffron water or syrup
,saute for 2minutes.Stuffing is ready,take it down ,let it
cool.4)Now make sugar syrup (chashni),take sugar in big
pan add water and rose water, Cardamom nutneg
powder,saffron threads let it boil stir continuously till sugar
melts .Let it boil till.u get 1thread chashni,take it down.

5) Now make small balls of stuffing,knead cover dough
with palms ,take a ball from dough,spread with fingers,put
stuffing ball over it, close it neatly ,make smooth and
round, get all the Gulabjam stuffed like this

6)Heat ghee on medium flame,slow the flame ,drop the
stuffed gulabjams in heated ghee,deep fry in golden brown
colour as usual,on slow flame.

7)Take it out n put in chashni,let it rest in chashni for 4
hours as takes less time to soak chashni than normal
gulabjams!

8)Take it out after 4 hours n serv with Rabdi !

9)Stuffed Kesar Gulabjam is ready to serve.

Be careful while using sugar, as there is sugar in Rabdi,
Stuffing, Chashni u can balance it as per Ur taste !

Falguni Thakkar
Award Winner Chef
& Author of Hand to Heart
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This is presented to the winner of Teacher’s day contest 2020

Ms. Kanak Chaddha

For beautiful recital of Rashmi Rathi written by
Lt. Sh. Ramdhari Singh Dinkar.

-
/.",1 ," ?-_ \ ’ .
AT Lot s on | A e AP « g

"~ satishVerma Virendra Johri
Jury COO - EsquireV] Showcase

WWW.ESqUirevj.com

Rashmirathi : One who is riding a Chariot (not the charioteer) is a Hindi epic written n
1332, by the Hindi poet Sh. Ramdhari Singh Dinkar. The work is centered around the lfe of
Karna, who was son of unmarried queen Kunti (Pandava's mather) in the epic -
Mahabharata. It is one of the most appreciated works of Dinkar apart from “Kurukshetra”
and one of the classics of modern Hindi Literature.
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By Megha Mocherla |
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Anwesha Kumar, Student

COLLEGE DF MEDICINE AND JNM HOSPITAL,

KALYANLUNIVERSITY: WEST BENGAL
UNIVERSITY OF HEALTH SCIENCES
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