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Inhaling determination and exhaling commitment,
we embarked on a mission that demanded
unwavering dedication. This marked the genesis of
countless moments (or rather, hours) dedicated to
the creation of something truly extraordinary.
Constructing a magazine was not a strollin the park.
The tenacious members of The Literary Club have
invested hours together , pouring their heart and
soulinto this endeavor.

Presenting to you all the embodiment of our
collective effort - "Noesis - 5" for the academic year
2023-24. The title might seem esoteric, but it
encapsulates the essence of perception, offering a
crystal-clear vision of knowledge. Within the
pages of "Noesis,” you'll find more than just words;
you'll uncover a platform that magnifies the literary
prowess and innovative ideas pulsating within our
students body. This magazine is a testament to the
relentless toil and unwavering dedication of our
students. As members of this vibrant community,
we extend our heartfelt appreciation to every
author who contributed to this magazine. Each
piece reflects not just information but a profound
willingness to share knowledge, concerns, and
unique perspectives. It is the collaborative spirit
within our society that breathes life into the pages
of "Noesis - 5",

This is an electronic version of the magazine. The
design and content have been created with a
blend of influences and ideas. We hope you
appreciate the creativity involved in bringing this
edition to life and trust that you will enjoy it
responsibly and thoughtfully.
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CHANGE

CHANGE. is when you learn to understand the books you
never wanted to read, when you are open to hearing the talks of people
you once hated, when the music that you didn't get the point of, becomes
magical, and when thousands of new doors are waiting for you to enter.

These changes in life comes out of nowhere, we don't choose them, they
just come right at us. You can't change your situation with it. Infact, the
only thing that you can change is how you choose to deal withiit.

We are often known for what we are good at, and sometimes we do it for
relief or because we get paid. It's possible to do something for more than
one reason. We can be happy when we let something beautiful go free,
but there is still a sense of sadness knowing that when it is gone, your own
life feels like it is missing something. You can either spend your life going
through the motions and waiting around for something to happen, or you
can make something happen now, and that is promises.

Promises are made based on an understanding of human's life-span. We
make long-term plans, we have expectations, and when something goes
wrong, we suddenly are different on. Euery time something new
happens, we wonder, if this is the straw that's going to break our life, We
have to not live in a constant state of uncertainty, which is practically
*ﬂ&ﬁtﬂgﬁaﬂmn of stress. It's hard todi ve with someone who needs so much,
| “ﬂ'lare is a point v xe have nuthmg left.and we are ready to
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We cannot stop ourselves from changing, which means we might”
suddenly turn out to be a complete stranger to our loved ones ofhe
day. We are the ones who embrace change. So, lets change to the
person who can be happy with the present, here and now. Every
time we look at future, it changes, because you looked at it, and

that changes everything else.

C—

There's always something else that we have to give up. |
a change without the sacrifice, if you want peace
struggle, then | am sorry, the world doesn't work that
If we had a graph for analysing the change, we
problem is not the linearity, its whether we chani
direction. So, it's better to keep the coordinates close
to the last day of our life, But if we tend to drift apart,
need a warning because the world goes and gets it:
damn hurry. B
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Late-night calls, whispers in the dark,
Secrets shared, a friendship embarked.
While the world slept, we were wide awake,
In those quiet moments, connections were
made.

In the hushed spaces between day and night,
Whispers of your absence take their flight,
Memories linger, like a fading song,

Missing "us” in moments so long.

Late-night calls, whispers in the dark,
Secrets shared, a friendship embarked.
While the world slept, we were wide
awake,

In those quiet moments, connections were
made.

In the hushed spaces between day and
night,

Whispers of your absence take their flight,
Memories linger, like a fading song,
Missing "us® in moments so long.

Promises whispered, now lie shattered,
In the ruins, memories are scattered,
Athing lost, like autumn leaves,

Silent sorrow, the heart conceives.

Yet hope remains in the shreds of ruin,
For healing whispers through the peace,
In the wreckage of what used to be,
New beginnings fund their decree.

MISSING "US" IS ACHAPTER, NOT THE WHOLE. "A FRESH START, ANEW LIFE'
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Whigpers of The Heart

The urge to let your inner turmoil flow,

In the form of salty cubes of crystalline glow.
Being held and cradled in a homely burrow,
Alone, but with someone on the consoling pillow.

As silent whispers turns to violent outbursts,
A comforting ear is all that's needed to quench the thirst.
Heart dwells with sufferings pierced,

A warm touch to inner child is needed to cure the cursed.

Fear of being judged,

Is what's making it fudged,

Filled with thoughts that are grudged,

Hoping someone to just wipe it like being smudged.

 AMC2208014
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O
~ IF LIFE WAS

B4
IF LIFE WAS... LN g
AS EASY AS YOU THINK, m&
IT WOULD BE AS SHORT ASAN EYE BLINK, ~ ~¥

YA+ A LIMITED SPAN IT HAS
LEARN TO ENJOY IT WHILE YOU DANCE TO JAZZ.
¥

IF LIFE WAS... @

A LITTLE LESS MYSTERIOUS,
PEOPLE WOULD NO MORE BE PIOUS.
THE GODS DID THINK OF THEIR OWN REPUTE
HENCE CREATING ALL THE DISPUTE!!

‘%‘%&M IF LIFE §

WAS.. q
- AS LENGTHY AS WE WANT, +
HUMANITY WOULD HAVE '@ EVERYTHING TO FLAUNT,
CLEVER AND WITTY IS DESTINY,
AND THAT'S WHY IT IS SO UNCANNY.

NV/4 IF LIFE WAS..

FILLED WITH MORE HAPPINESS,
NON EXISTENT WOULD BE THE LESSONS OF SADNESS.
ALL OF IT EQUALLY YOU'LL GAIN,
LOVE, LUST, HATRED, ECSTASY AND PAIN.

W IF LIFE WAS..
+ AS EXACTLY AS A POET SAYS
EVERYONE WOULD FIND THEIR OWN WAYS.
LIFE-SAVING IS EVERY PIECE OF ART,

IF YOU BRING IT FROM THE BOTTOM OF THE
HEART.
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“If you win this round. Then, you will be the winner of the pick and speak 2023
competition!!"Jiya exclaimed as Melody just sighed in nervousness.

“Aren't you excited, Melody? It's your life long dream, and also the very last chance
you will ever have..."Jiya spoke with concern, observing Melody whose eyes were

fixated on the stage. O

“Next contestant, Me!odyﬂ]’h::g, ncerannolinged as Melody walked up the stage
with a racing heart and.sha nds‘.{{ was\do ordie. would either win the title of

Pick and Speak Queeh orelse’she wauld lose her etern am.

With shivering fingers s [ :hechit%r{dﬁa ded itfo the announcer, who then

r spoke again, "One
elody held onto the

Melody began, A

“One thing, | regret the mast...."
"';.n_-.h_-_"-"-l ey

She paused for a second and then continued

‘...l had this junior of mine, we were working on a hand made project. We were a group
of 20 members. We were divided batch wise, | was in my third year and she was my
immediate junior. That particular day, we had to finish the project and she got late. |
was fuming in anger at her arrival. Didn't she have a bit of time sense? My anger just
shot when my crush of 2 years helped her stack the things properly. Her giggles at his
talks increased my rage. | hated her, she was the best in everything. Be it talking.
making friends, working, studying, everything. And that bothered me a lot. We were
halfway done and there was still a lot of work left when | found her fidgeting in her
spot. She wasn't working and that just gave me a moment to reprimand her. | did too,
very brutally that she was almost intears. 11



| did feel guilty but the jealousy overtook me. After a few minutes she approached me
and asked if she could head back home as she had this brutal feeling of something bad
happening. | brushed it off, what could even happen? And how could she come up with
such excuses? | forbade her from leaving and assigned her more tasks. She asked again
and again but | just used it to make her suffer and didn't let her go back. Just because, |
wanted to see her upset. Her sadness was like a cooling cream on my burning heart.
Lastly, she asked again and | just yelled at her that if she walks away her name will no
longer be added in the project and she could decide what she wanted to do. As
expected she stayed but | could feel her anxiety, not only me everyone could but no
one spoke. Even the seniors remained silent. After 2 to 3 hours, our work got completed
and she raced back while we stayed to gossip around. After a few minutes we received
a call, specifically he - my crush - received a call. And it was from her. | was boiling in
possessiveness and jealousy when he picked the call up and it was connected to the
speaker and all of us could hear. There was a brief pause followed by sobs. Was this
some new drama? Gosh!! Even the sobs sounded realistic. | thought and rolled my eyes.
"“Mumma, mumma is unconscious | can't feel her pulse. | can't drive the car, no one's
picking my call. Please do something, please...”. Her pleas resonated throughout the
room. Why didn't she call the ambulance? We raced to her place and found an
ambulance standing there. We rushed in, only to find her mother declared dead and
the person said, if you would have called us 20 minutes before we could have saved
her. That line haunted me. | looked at her and witnessed an emotionless face. The tears
were dried and she looked empty. She gazed at me, and the look on her face is
something | can never forget in this life. There was hatred, blame, pain and a lot more
dedicated towards me but she didn't utter a word. She didn't scold me, she didnt tell
me that if | had let her go, her mother would have been alive, Had | not let my jealousy
interfere, her mother would still be alive. How could I? She walked towards the lifeless
figure, softly touched it and then walked away, taking the responsibility for the further
events. We were dumbstruck. Everyone side eyed me, and | blamed myself. | blame
myself, even today for stopping her. It was me who killed her mother, it was me—'

“You have another 2 minutes remaining” the announcer spoke pulling Melody out of her
thoughts as she held the chit tightly and sighed loudly. The very next second she took
a step down and walked away from the stage.

‘Melody! Melody' Jiya ran behind yelling her name out as Melody walked away knowing
that her regret was not to showcase for a mere title of winner, it was to hold on forever
and die as she indeed killed someone unknowingly.

Lalithva N Jain
4MO220B014
Dept of CSBS
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DOES IT(EVEN MATTER.%{"- 5

What do you feel like when you think about looks, our approach, our
hardwork, does it even matter? If you ask for my opinion | say yes of course it
matters; it only matters that are we statisfied with our life. Lately in this era of social
media, we socialize with people way more than we did
used to do in past, because of which we get to know
many people, we interact with many people, which
gives us our own opinion towards them and their
opinion towards us. In this competitive world these
OPINIONS make us to pressurize ourselves to be the
better version of ourselves. Yes, this is right tillan extent
that even you are happy with that change, We should
consider our satisfaction before we think to satisfy the
person inthe opposite. We all are here for a reason and
that reason should be ourselves. We should lead our life
for our own sake instead of just appeasing others. There
is saying that "There are two lives the second one starts
when you realise that r
you only have one °, so lead it to the fullest. We
keep watching many cases on suicides,
depression etc, where each and every stories are
scarer in its own way. So, always stay strong, stay
confident with whatever you are gifted. It doesn't
matter if you are thin or fat until and unless you are
healthy, it does not matter that you are fair or dark
until and unless you love your complexion, it
doesn't matter that what work you do and how
much you earn until and unless you are leading a
perfect life according to you. So always take
everybody's opinion but by the end of the day only
do those things if you feel like doing. Never let very small things to ruin your life,
because, again you know you only have one.

R i |
SMRUTHI R
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VIETURLLY TRUE
WHEN MYSJERY COMES INJO REALIY...

It was raining heavily that night when | stumbled upon a mysterious house
which | had never seen before in the town. My Gran always told me that
there was a bungalow in town. But, | always ignored her. Now, | regret that.
As a beautiful pagan, the moment | saw the house, a deep silence
enveloped me, and curiosity led me to step inside. That night was calm with
the sound of trickling water. The trees were swaying their high tops when
blown from the gust of heaven. The moon was so blushed that he hid
himself behind the clouds which were moving as if they were on a race to
woo the most gorgeous Portia.

Pushing open the giant gate that extended from the immense
walls that kept everyone away from it and | just walked along the pathway.
Sarcastically, the garden had no plants, yet a man watered it in the heavy
rain, | felt silly. | was unable to link to his notions. | carefully walked up to

him looking down to keep away the rain drops reaching my eyes.




When | reached the place and lifted my head up to
A, look at him, astonishingly he had disappeared. | searched for
V ~* ' him, but he wasn't there. Doubtfully, | turned around and walked
towards the main door of the mansion. It was a big wooden door, all

| decayed. It seemed to me that the house was haunted for many years.

- | pushed open the door. The door opened with a screeching sound
which added more eeriness to the ambience. No sooner | opened the door,
suddenly a hand touched my shoulder and whispered 'Anna?’ | held my
breath and turned around. | was surprised to see Elsa.

"“What are you doing here?" asked Elsa. “The man standing at the gate
called me in, saying that you were here." | was horribly terrified, knowing it
was the same guy watering the plants. "There he stands, isn't he the same
guy whom we were speaking about?” | asked.

mistake which | had done before. !
When we reached there, we greeted J V
him. "Hello, my name is Kristopher," he said. r
He smiled. Suddenly he seemed expressionless.
15 1;:*,_

Elsa gave me a positive reply, and we
started walking towards him as fast as our
legs took us, without making the same

There was a deep silence between us. At last, he
broke the silence and started speaking of the house,
then disappeared into the dark. We didn't search for him.



e Elsa and | wanted to visit the
‘/ = backyard of the mansion. We went to

= i), O the backyard and, to our surprise, it
/ " . <7 turned out to be a graveyard. Elsa and
S ,:-rl went on reading the epitaph on the

p—

L '\ \\ -~ grave one after the other. Elsa moved

faster leaving me behind. But then, | could

/

\ see Elsa standing in front of a particular

grave. | moved faster to see what had made
her eye fixed on it. When | looked at it, | was

stunned and stood frozen.

| couldn't believe that it was the grave of
Kristopher! | was sure about that, as | had not
forgotten him and moreover this grave held
his photo. There was a small scroll lying on

the gravestone. Elsa took the scroll and

unscrolled it. | couldn't move by the shortest unit of length when | read the
printed words on the scroll. It said,

"The house has been haunted for years by a soldier named Kristopher

l\__ who took his last breath here. Can you identify for whom these two new
graves were dug for?".......

=
l Hioid

\
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Admiring . A selfless testament

Dear Uchiha Itachi

| take a moment to express my admiration for
the character you embody. From your
unwavering determination to protect your
village, to your unwavering devotion to your
brother, you truly embody the ideals of a true
ninja. Your selfless actions and ultimate
sacrifice for the greater good will always be
remembered as one of the most powerful and
moving moments in the story of Naruto.

Your ability to master the Sharingan at such a young age and
displaying proficiency in various jutsu truly showcase your
exceptional talent and strength as a ninja. Your unmatched
intelligence and tactical skills, combined with your calm and
composed demeanor in the heat of battle, are truly impressive.

Your unique perspective on the world and your approach to duty
make you a truly memorable and inspiring character. You serve as a
reminder that true strength is not solely derived from power or
violence but also from the ability to make

- difficult choices for the greater good,

&
A Thank you, Uchiha Itachi, for being a
| shining example of what it means to be a
G‘a true ninja. Your legacy will live on through

| the generations to come.

a i Shashank MP
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Metamorphosis of Moments

From pursuing grades,
to realising life's syllabus is etched in moments,
J,” not scores.
-2 From fearing the career's demanding maze,
to realising fulfilment isn't found
in a corporate daze.

From hesitating in fear of judgement,

to embracing the protagonist’s vibes,

The heart desires-living that fearless story.

From battling butterflies in the stomach,

to embracing the spotlight with confidence grin,
Turning every challenge into a vibrant page of the story.

From sailing solo in the sea of doubt,

to sailing a ship of authentic bonds,

From being a stranger in a sea of unknown faces,
to departing with tales woven.

A journey scripted in the heart's ink,

destined to be bedtime stories for our future kin.

From craving the grown-up thrills,

to yearning for the rewind button,

longing to be that carefree kid again.

From smartphones dictating our every trend,

to yearning for the timeless joy of handwritten notes,
The old-fashioned way we never knew we'd miss.

Kruthika BS
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A Fan's Heartfelt Ode =~ . -

When it comes to cricket in India, there is no
bigger star than Virat Kohli. His unparalleled
batting prowess, fierce determination, and
unwavering passion for the game have made
him the heartthrob of millions of fans across
the country. As a devoted follower of Kohli, |
can confidently say that my admiration for him
goes far beyond his statistics on the field. In
this article, | aim to give you a glimpse intothe g "
world of a die-hard fan of Virat Kohli and shed .. -+ 4l
light on the reasons that make him such a -
revered figure.

LY -
One of the most appealing facets of being a
fan of Virat Kohli is his insatiable hunger for
success. Whether he is leading the Indian
cricket team or battling it out for his franchise
in the Indian Premier League, Kohlis
determination to win is palpable. Every time he
steps on the pitch, he exudes an air of
confidence and grit that is simply infectious. As
a fan, witnessing his unwavering belief in his
abilities not only motivates me, but also instills
a sense of optimism and perseverance in all
aspects of my life.

Kohli's dedication to his craft is truly =
remarkable. He is known for his rigorous
training routines, which include gruelling gym
sessions and intense net practices. This level
of commitment and discipline serves. as an
inspiration for his fans, reminding us. that
success is not achieved overnight, but rather
through perseverance and hard work. It is this
relentless pursuit of excellence that sets Kohli apart from his peers and endears. hlm :m:

his fans. . : i TSy
* b .d'"l '.'»-x-'

Beyond his cricketing abilities, Kohli is a role moc[el on'and off the ﬁeld He uses hls-_ '

position and platfurm to address important social issues and advocate for positive
change. Whether it is promoting fitness and healthy living or raising awareness about' =,

the importance of education, Kohli's altruistic endeavors make him a true leader in
every sense. As a fan, | cannot help but admire his desire to make a difference in society
and aspire to emulate his philanthropic endeavors. . 24 Ve '



Perhaps one of the most captivating aspects of being a fan of Virat Kohli is the
electrifying atmosphere in the stadiums when he is at the crease. The deafening
cheers, the waving flags, and the passionate chants of his name create an
unparalleled experience that cannot be replicated in any other sport. As a fan,
being a part of this pulsating atmosphere is both exhilarating and unifying, as
thousands of individuals come together to support a common cause - their love for
Kohli and Indian cricket.

In conclusion, being a fan of Virat Kohli is not simply about idolizing a cricketer; it is
about embracing the qualities and values he embodies. His determination, work
ethic, and philanthropic endeavors serve as a constant reminder that success and
greatness can be achieved through dedication and a sense of purpose. From the
electrifying atmosphere in the stadiums to the inspiration he instills in his fans,
being a follower of Virat Kohli is a privilege that | am truly grateful for. '

’ ! . ' Parikshith Samanth
25 _ : .4MC2115076
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** What it is to like you? 4

In a world full of meaningless love and affection, somewhere, |

thought | would never know how it is to expose the inner emotions

and feelings through me.

Completely giving up on love and hopes just to see myself scared

of getting heart broken, | let everything stay inside my heart laying

a boundary around my emotions.

Never, would | have thought that | would break all the rules | had

laid and let my emotions linger and flow through me just for you.

| never realised when 'You' slowly crawled inside my boundaries

and blew away all the darkness | had occupied myself with.

No matter how hard | try, | tend to lean slowly towards you, warning

myself of the history that had dug myself deep, questioning myself

again and again, because | can't even make up my mind to love

myself and build the trust within me that did me wrong. So how

could | do it with you?

But realised | just need an excuse to run to you, giving myself

another chance to let me feel all the feelings.

| find myself lost in those eyes of yours that hold the eternal love

and kindness you show me, leading my emotions to you in the

most beautiful way | could never think of.

Everything feels okay when | see you smile at me; it makes me

crave you more and more every time you hold my hand. When you

pull me into a hug, it feels like you're holding my heart forever. The e 8
scent that brings me comfort, | could never let go of you. You 1
connected the dots of love and showed me the most magnificent
constellation of stars where | could only see you and nobody else.
It would be a loss of words to describe what it is to like you forever.  # %
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POP CULTURE

In this myriad world of 21st century, everyone has their
own contrasting thoughts and ideas which all of us
express in innumerable ways, as the young generation of
the world, we adapt very quickly to the modern culture,
To begin with, MODERNISM is predominating in our daily
life. The most influential aspect of modernism is pop
culture (aka popular culture). Pop culture is a very
obscure phrase, it is the culture that we adapt to in order
to make ourselves stand out. Pop culture is so
predominated in our lives that our body language, way of
speaking, mindset, attitude, taste is influenced by it
Genres such as movies, songs, celebs, literature, cartoon
make up pop culture. Pop culture influences the modern
society both in positive and negative ways. Firstly, pop
culture influences teens to define themselves. This
definition is an important feature in the maturation
process of any teenager as it influences how they
perceive themselves,

For teens, images and behaviour they see and
learn from its elements like songs, movies
and reels influence their personal choices.
Actually, many learn from these elements and
hence are able to self-define themselves
positively.

Pop culture provides benchmarks in which a teen can
develop their self-definition. This way, they realize
themselves, imitate various characteristics from
different celebrities and distinguish whether what some
pop culture contexts display is right or wrong.
Apparently, Pop culture also has a very dark side to it, as
a marvel fan i like Robert Downey Jr. 28



He himself has admitted that he used drugs before
he was a teenager and spent most of his early career
under their influence. He had several high-profile
arrests in the late 1990s and early 2000s while
misusing alcohol, cocaine, and heroin and spent
time in a California prison and a state-run rehab
facility. With these, it means that the society will be
more harmed if more young people imitate his
actions. As teenagers, we may opt to go an extra
mile to look or act like Robert and this may involve
the use of drugs or other unacceptable means.

This is because a person will only be able to imitate him
when he or she is high or rather is on drugs since he or she
may not be able to express themselves while sober.
Therefore, this damages the society by lacking the ability
for people to think and act since many young people
might engage in drug use thus get out of control by the
way they talk and act.

|

Yashas HS
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A Sheoe'’s Story

Hear! | was a brand - new shoe,
From the factory, | was packed,
Black leather and nice firm soles,
comfortable and cushion - backed.

| had brothers and sisters

In boxes of white and blue,
We knew we were expensive,
And worth the money too.

We were high - end models

And of international standard too,

We knew someone would surely buy us,
But we needed to know who.

And then a man of high repute,
Jacob, my master, was called:;

Tried, tested and declared the best,
To him, | was sold.

My master treated me quite well,
So did his other mates,

My master wore me everywhere,
| had no homesick blues.
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One day, in my master's bedroom,

| witnessed something cruel,
Master's nephew stealthily sneaked in, ™
In his hand something immense.

| was witness to this awful crime,
He pierced my master's skin,
Blood sported from his abdomen,
On me, from within him.

Today I'm still in the same room
Where my master gave me a home
| sit here, a mute witness,

All quiet and alone.

They don't know Bren was guilty
No witness to the crime,

None except a pair of shoes
Covered in blood and grime.

Here | sit, a pair of shoes,

In a dark and dingy room,

Although most people know the truth,
They cannot speak the same.

Although | know, | cannot speak,
My future is vague and black,
No one listens to silent shoes,

If only they let shoes speak.

SANJAY D N
31 4MC20CS135
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That was a pricey morn for the soul,

Enchanted to meet the new love of his own.

Yes, it was the time for the arrival of his little one; i
Her giggle called him dad, and her aura was just dazzling in his |
safety arms till the ground down.

She was the finest chapter in his delighted life,
The depth of his love shows in her eyes live,

He treasured those best bits in his hazel eyes;
She was the only elited descendent in his existence.
He vowed to be with her in everlast lives. ?*F

rf .
Even so, he shed away like the leaves of the autumn *'Eé'l} ‘,"‘
tree. 2
That was a fleeting time she spent with her dad,
But all she has is his framed depiction;

and the shady memories rent free.

It was a hardest goodbye she ever faced,
‘I'm glad to have you", was the note
she embraced.

Thrisha ML
32 4MC220V 081
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Enter The Realm of

faceBook

Introduction:

In the ever-evolving world of social media, Facebook has undoubtedly
etched itself as a household name, Its digital realm has revolutionized S
communication, connecting people from all walks of life. But what if
we dared to imagine a world where Facebooks virtual universe
mirrored our physical reality? What if Facebook was the real world? If
Facebook were the real world, one of its fundamental attributes would
be the ability to effortlessly connect with people regardless of
geographical boundaries. Borders would blur as we transcend our
physical limitations, leading to a truly global community where cultural
exchanges thrive. The opportunity to foster authentic connections
with Individuals from diverse backgrounds would enrich our
understanding of the world.

While online privacy concerns currently hover around Facebook, in this
hypothetical scenario, privacy would take on new dimensions. The
concept of personal space would undergo a profound transformation,
as the boundaries between public and private would become
increasingly hazy. Every interaction, every conversation, and every
experience would be accessible to the masses, challenging our

perception of intimacy and leaving no rocom for secrets.




In a world where Facebook intersects with reality. the importance of
personal branding would skyrockel. Each individuals profile would

serve as an extension of their identity, creating a dynamic where
dedicated effort, creativity, and authenticity hold the key te success
The competition to craft an impressive online presence would
intensify. pitling us against both friends and strangers vwying for
attention in a digital ecosystem evolving within reality

Facebook's role as a catalyst for social movements cannot be
ignored.and in a world where it physically exists, this influence would
be amplified, Activism would be redefined, transcending online
petitions and campaigns with physical demonstrations. protests. and
support groups. The transformation from armchair activists to tangible
contributors would unleash a new era of social change, where real-life
events bear witness to the tangible power of collective action.
Conclusion: Although the notion of Facebook materializing into the
real world may appear perplexing. exploring this hypothetical scenario
allows us to contemplate the potential repercussions of an
interconnected. digital society becoming tangible. The boundaries
between our online personas and physical existence would blur,
presenting us with both exciting opportunities and critical challenges
Understanding this world stimulates reflection on our currentuse of
soclal media platforms and encourages deeper insights into the role
they play in shaping our lives. s it possible that, someday, virtual walls

may truly transcend reality? Only time will tell

Parikshith Samanth
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The Little Things

Rain drops trace paths on the glass,

A cup of tea on a rainy day,

Rainbows are painted after a storm's retreat;

The first bloom of spring brinas a floral surprise;
Whispers of leaves rustle in gt gutumn breeze;
The symphony of colours bathes in a sunset's glow;
Cobbled streets hold memories where time is led;
Footprints of moments, where time is led;

Footprints in the sand, waves gently erase;
Nostalgia stirs in a simmering air;

The laughter of friend:
Echoes of jc 2¢ite ¢

y>’emotions laid bare;

around a table,
armonious fable;

A ballet of moments, soft and bright;
Little things weave life's tapestry,
Cherish the small, the fleeting,

For in the little things, life's magic
appears,

For in these moments, true magic
does dance.

Bhoomika S R
36 4MC22CS027
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(00:15 to 00:23) It is when | see you smile, it feels like the day | saw you first time.
(00:24 to 00:30) It just feels, like that first, sweet day...

(00:31 to 00:37) When | see you smile..It feels, as if that day is still fresh in my heart.
(00:37 to 00:43) The first time my heart..skipped a beat, without me knowing why.

(00:45 to 00:51) One beat at a time, one breath at a time, one step at a time, | walk
with you with all the love | have.

(00:52 to 0:57) Looking into your eyes, looking through your eyes, searching for all
those things you can't say with words.

(00:58 to 01:03) Everything | wanted, everything | needed, everything is with me when
you are always by my side.

(01:04 to 01:10) Right amidst the stars, right amidst the angels, right here, | want to let
you know that | love you so much.

(01:12 to 01:25) When | see you smile, | smile with you with all the love | have, but |
know you will know that | need you so much.

(01:26 to 01:31) Looking at your smile, looking at your glow, looking into your eyes
drives away all the pain | have.

(01:32 to 01:37) One second at a time, one day at a time, with you, | am living the best
days of my life.

(01:39 to 01:45): | don't want this to end; | don't want this to be the end; | don't want
this to be even the end of the beginning
— R R __—

38



(01:46 to 01:52) Will you let me hold you? Will you let me hug you? Will you let this
be a new beginning of our beautiful life?

(01:53 to 02:00) Your smile has the power to make me smile.

(02:01 to 02:10) Your smile is all | need to stay alive.

(02:11 to 02:18) | will walk with you, be with you until the day you want me to.
(02:19 to 02:24) Together, you and | can live a life with all the love we can.

(02:25 to 02:30) Everything | wanted, everything | needed, everything is with me
when you are always by my side.

(02:31 to 02:37) Looking at your smile, Looking at your glow, looking at you will drive
away all the pain | have.

(02:38 to 02:44) One beat at a time, one breath at a time, one step at time, | walk
with you with all the love | have.

(02:45 to 02:53) Looking into your eyes, looking through your eyes, searching for all
those things you can't say through words.

(02:54 to 02:59) When | see you smile, it feels like the day | saw you for the first time.

(03:00 to 03:08) It just feels, like that first, sweet day..

_—-—-.._\___‘___"_,D - -._'_}.—-{_-_ i :':?" —
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"N\ NEAR STRANGER \4‘

| am not crazy about you anymore.
Your texts doesn't make me blush anymore.
Your memories doesn't make me feel
occupied anymore.
Your thoughts doesn't give me a dopamine
rush anymore.
Your presence doesn't enlarge my
retina anymore.
You said its not working anymore,
But we could make it work evermore.
| tried evenmore,
But you hurt me muchmore.
| am Lleft with broken pieces and fake
promises,
| know you have already found new faces.
You are not the same anymore,
Anyways, nothing is left anymore
And we shall always remain as
NEAR STRANGERS.

H N Tanisha Jain
AMCC22CS055
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\CHILDHOOD BLISS{

7

In the enchanting realm of our childhood,’ —
 the playground became our sanctuary. It was a
- place where friendships blossomed, laughter
echoed and memories were etched forever with
the warmth of the sun on our faces. We
gathered to chat, roast each other with playful
banter and indulge in endless games. Field
battles, instant banter, friends fight and chat in
the blink of an eye. The mischievous joy of
hitting a ball that accidentally found its way to a
neighbor's house, accompanied by their playful
scolding, added to the thrill. Those carefree
days in the playground were filled with pure
bliss and the sweet sound of children laughter.
As the sun dipped below the horizon, leaving
long shadows on the playground, we left with
pockets full of memories. Those bonds, forged
on the field of dreams, became the cornerstone
of enduring friendship would stand the test
of time.
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You are your
own home

We call ourselves generation z , commonly known as
Gen-z. Although it's the most developed generation, we
are labelled as the most messed up generation . We are
the generation that is scared of attachments and terrified
to spend time with ourselves.

| know it's scary to spend time with yourself ,to face your
own thoughts and your inner selves .Sometimes, we try to
keep ourselves busy with distractions like watching Tv or
finding other ways to occupy our minds We aren't ready to
confront the reality , but here's a thing, my friend: it's okay
to feel low at times. It's okay to spend time with yourself.
It's okay to fight against the thoughts in your mind. It's okay
to try to find peace within yourself.

Someone once said "Noise brings confusion, and silence
brings clarity” .Because once you distance yourself from
the noise, you'll explore and start loving yourself. ALl | want
to tell you is, don't be too hard on yourself because you are
not alone in this journey.
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EED YOUR SOUL

TI'IB Silent Patient: | came across this book, and remembering it still gives
me goosebumps. The very first page is filled with curiosity, which kept me
intrigued to keep reading. The introduction of the protagonist, Alicia, who
seemingly had the perfect life, made me want to be like her. She had everything, ! S ' L E N T
_ from fame to a loving husband, but the twisted plot where she shoots her
. _bhusband and stops speaking contradicted my initial thoughts of wanting to PATI E N T
“emulate her. The narration from Theo in her life made me grip my seat, eager to
learn more about her. The fact that she stopped speaking made me yearn for her
~ to utter just one word. Until the end. | kept guessing various theories in my mind,
but the eventual twist added depth to the book in its own way. It's one of the
most interesting and gripping novels | have ever read, and it's definitely worthy
‘l of your time if you enjoy mystery and suspense. However, one warning would be
- that you have to be patient with this silent patient book! Lalithya N Jain
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- The mystery of the invisible thief: This particular book is a fun |
- going simple detective story. It was very easy to read and understand
and if someone’s looking to start reading novels then this is the best
- option to go to. The story is simply built on the fact that a rich mansion's
“items keeps on disappearing. Then the protoganist with 4 others starts
~ solving the mystery. The conversations between them feels like you are
~a part too, as everything | thought of was mentioned by the next
- character and it just made me feel included. | felt the story was simple
- and involved no unnecessary drama and was just refreshing and
cheerful to read, ‘Lalithya N Jain
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We always welcome your thoughts!
Please provide comments or
suggestions for improving our content

to the below address.

<] thel eraryclub1 993@gmaztl.com
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