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“I sketch your world exactly as it goes.” -Arthur Foot

THE GLOBAL BIG DAY 
An activity you can engage in from 
your balconies! 
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obituary
Commemorating the lives of  two 
actors who passed away recently.
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,d nq%LoIu
dksfoM&19 dks bfrgkl dh lcls fouk”kdkjh 
?kVukvksa ls rqyuh; cukus okys çeq[k dkj.kA
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Today I was stuck in a locked 
room with a very ugly face. I could 
not tell if  it was male or female, 
only that it was human. I couldn’t 
put my finger to its complexion 
either, for it seemed as if  the face 
were colourless, like water. Nor 
could I estimate its age, for some 
places had deep, folding wrinkles, 
while other regions were bursting 
with adolescent warts. There was 
no innocence in the face, but then 
there wasn’t any guilt either. Its 
eyes ran haphazardly, following 
imaginary objects in the air. I 
could see lust in them, but without 
the usual devilish glow that 
accompanies such lust. I guessed 
it couldn’t make tears, but then I 
saw faint tear-marks on its ragged 
cheeks. Its mouth remained open 
the whole time. I couldn’t see 
any teeth or tongue inside – only 
darkness.  

I don’t know how I ended up 

in a locked room with such an ugly 
face. I couldn’t remember much 
from earlier, but the room looked 
somewhat familiar. There were 
empty lockers lined up against 
one wall of  the room. There was 
an empty desk lying in another 
dark corner. Apart from that, the 
face, and me, the room was empty, 
which was surprising, since the 
room was pretty big. What were 
just the two of  us doing alone in 
such a large room? Surely there 
were other people who could have 
been there. It was a clean, spacious 
room – must have been safer than 
whatever lay outside. I think I had 
heard sounds from outside. They 
seemed like faint, incessant knocks,  
floating in like a helpless murmur 
– as if  someone were begging the 
wall to open up from the outside.

The locked door seemed to be 
the only entrance or exit to the 
room. I hoped it would open, so I 
could either escape the presence of  
that ugly face, or at least have the 
company of  someone apart from 
it. I couldn’t look at the face, and I 
surely couldn’t make conversation 
with it. One has to be able to close 
one’s mouth in order to talk, and 
by the way the face had its mouth 
gaping wide open, I was sure it 
was incapable of  movement. So 
I tried to bang at the door to see 
if  anyone would come and open 
it. No one came, but the sounds 
coming from outside did not stop. 
I tried to communicate with them, 

but they continued to just knock 
and talk to the wall. I think we 
didn’t speak the same language, for 
I couldn’t comprehend anything 
from their murmurs.

I realised that all I could do was 
wait, so I just sat against the wall, 
and looked around the empty 
room – anywhere except the face. 
But then, it spoke. It was the worst 
sound I had ever heard. Like the 
face, I could not classify it. It was 
as if  it was screeching, screaming, 
crying, and laughing all at once – as 
if  there were different, independent 
parts inside it that did different 
things simultaneously, perpetually 
confused and discordant. I 
thought that it was just a senseless 
sound, but I soon realised that it 
was actually speaking. I tried to 
understand what it was saying, 
but the voice was too hoarse for 
me to comprehend. The face 
seemed to have assumed a devilish 

Varen Talwar

You, a Room, and an Ugly Face

(Continued on Page 2)

Nobody should 
have to put up 

with such ugliness, 
yet there I was. I 

wondered if  there 
were others locked 
in rooms with such 

ugly faces.

It seemed as if  
doing anything 
with it would 
pollute me also 
– make me as 
ugly as the face. I 
didn’t want to have 
anything to do 
with it.
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deserved to exist. Nobody should 
have to put up with such ugliness, 
yet there I was. I wondered if  there 
were others locked in rooms with 
such ugly faces. What were they 
doing? Had they killed it? Had 
they befriended it? Or had they 
just learnt to live with the noise? 
It seemed impossible to do so, 
but then so was imagining such 
ugliness. 

I tried living with it. It would 
have to stop eventually, I thought. 
But it didn’t. Hours passed, but 
the cacophony continued. I had 
to do something, but the face was 
so ugly that I could not get myself  
to even come close to it, let alone 
touch it. It seemed as if  doing 
anything with it would pollute 
me also – make me as ugly as the 
face. I didn’t want to have anything 
to do with it. I banged against 
the doors and walls. The sounds 
coming from outside had drowned 
in the dissonance. I sat down, 
quietly losing my mind, waiting for 
someone to rescue me.

At that moment, the noise 

suddenly became louder. I looked 
up, and saw the face jumping 
around on the lockers stacked to 
the long end of  the room. It seemed 
to be dancing to the discordant 
rhythm of  its noise. That was it. I 
got up, paced furiously across the 
room, picked up the ugly, sneering 
face by its ropy hair and smashed it 
against the metal lockers.

The noise stopped. The face fell 
to the floor with a bland thump, 
and started to dissolve. The layers 
of  wrinkles and dead skin fell off  
and merged with the sparkling 
white floor, until all that was left 
was a smiling face with the most 
tender, infantile skin I had ever 
seen. The door opened with a 
slight creak. I went outside, and 
found myself  in a large, sparkling 
white compound of  similar locked 
rooms, stretching acres into the 
horizon. I guessed there were 
people like me in them, stuck with 
ugly faces that represented the 
worst in the world. All they had to 
do was end it – not put up with it 
– and the cacophony would stop.

(Continued from Page 1)
expression, which surprised me, 
for it had been hard to imagine a 
face more repulsive than what I 
had previously seen.

I couldn’t understand what it 
was saying, but it seemed to be  
saying something that I anyway 
did not want to know. There 
was something very evil in that 
guttural sound – something even 
uglier than the face, something 
more desperate for reconciliation. 
But then there was something 
overpoweringly brazen about it 
too – something that immunised 
the face from all empathy. 

The cacophony continued. I 
wished for the earlier silence to be 
back, but to no avail. The face kept 
on going. It angered me. People say 
that you learn to live with the worst 
when it is your only companion. I 
didn’t. The face was so ugly in all 
its aspects that I wanted to kill it, 
even if  it were my only company. 
There was something so repulsive 
about it that it felt that there was 
no circumstance under which it 

Around the World in 80 Words
The number of  COVID-19 cases in India crossed 
the 55,000 mark. The European Union faced the 
worst recession since its formation. A deadly gas 
leak in the Visakhapatnam district in Andhra Pradesh 
left more than 350 people hospitalised and thirteen 
dead. Karnataka stopped special trains that had been 
organised for migrant workers attempting to return 
home due to concerns over shortage of  labour. The 
Israel Institute for Biological Research has reportedly 
isolated an antibody that can aid in curing COVID-19.

Sometimes carrying on, just carrying on, is the 
superhuman achievement.

Albert Camus

“

Saatvik Anand
The Social Distancing Sport
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The Global Big Day is an annual celebration of  the 
birds around us. It was initially organised by The 
Cornell Laboratory of  Ornithology as an American 
competition to spot the maximum number of  birds 
in a day. The competition provided an incentive to 
people to document the birds they saw while helping 
scientists collect bird data from around the world. The 
Big Day eventually evolved into a global event where 
birders report the birds they spot in 24 hours while 
also helping to raise money for bird conservation 
and research. The data collected during the event is 
compiled by researchers who use it to analyse trends in 
bird populations around the world. Last year, 35,209 
eBirders from 174 countries collected an astounding 
92,284 checklists in a single day. This data is essential 
for the conservation of  birds across the globe. Since 
1970 the global bird population has fallen by nearly 
29% which has raised an alarm for environmentalists. 
Birds are crucial for maintaining the biodiversity of  
global ecosystems and it is our responsibility to help 
preserve them.

How can you help on this year’s Global Big Day? 
On the May 9, log onto the eBird app, a free online 
program by the Cornell Lab and National Audubon 
Society, and record the birds you spot around you, 
becoming a part of  the global birding community. 
While we may not be able to venture out from our 
homes to look for these winged creatures this year, we 
can be sure to check in on them from our balconies! 
All are welcome to participate as citizen scientists and 
contribute to the intense data collection process by 
sharing their bird sightings. 

Declaring school an eBird hotspot required 

Vedant Gattani talks about birding in School.

The Global Big Day 
consistent work. I uploaded the School’s historic bird 
checklists dating back to 2016 that had been compiled 
by Vijayaditya S. Rathore (Ex 577-J) and me. We 
continue to keep a detailed record of  the avifauna 
on campus concerning eBird. I then requested 
authorities to review the data collected. It turned out 
that the campus was fit to be designated as an official 
eBird hotspot! Being an eBird hotspot brings certain 
privileges. A birder of  the location can now acquire 
the tools necessary to find the trend in individual 
species population such as abundance, frequency, high 
and average count. In the near future, I expect to see 
a rich and accessible database emerging in our school 
through eBird. This will not only help to identify the 
course of  the bird population in school (which is 
plummeting, as a frequent observer may notice) but 
also help the student-master bodies inclined toward 
nature conservation, such as the NEST society and 
the Environment Committee, reflect upon the work 
they have been doing towards the betterment of  the 
situation. I strongly believe that we will be successful 
in reviving the unique biodiversity of  Chandbagh. 
Events such as Global Big day are particularly 
important to support efforts like ours and help 
identify declines and growths in the bird populations 
across the globe. 

This Global Big Day, I would urge the school 
community to become a part of  the brimming global 
birding network, while adhering to all local safety 
guidelines. Given the prevailing circumstances, more 
and more species of  birds are now visible, making 
birding from home a whole lot more fun. Happy 
Birding!
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Irrfan Khan and Rishi Kapoor both had been 
battling cancer for a long time. They had also 
openly talked about their diagnoses. But when the 
two actors passed away this week, I was shaken. 
Being the more contemporary of  the two, the 
loss of  Khan hit me especially hard. A veteran of  
nearly 80 films, Irrfan Khan was one of  the Indian 
Cinema’s finest actors and among its most popular 
exports to Hollywood. Khan lacked the chocolatey 
looks for a typical matinee idol, but he won hearts 
with the mere simplicity and great conviction his 
acts carried. I had never met the actor, but from any 
of  his roles one could easily distinguish the value he 
brought to the industry. 

Minutes after the news of  his departure, my social 
media feeds were flooded with posts mourning his 
loss. Naseeruddin Shah, while writing for The Indian 
Express, said, ‘Irrfan’s legacy is like a constellation 
of  stars for every actor to take inspirations from.’ 
He also shared Khan’s words from one of  their 
phone calls while he was undergoing treatment in 
London: “How many people have the chance to 
observe death coming at them? I’m lucky that I can 
see this thing approaching me and I can greet it.” 

Khan continued to inspire people till the end. 
He came from a small village in Rajasthan without 
any links in the industry. The struggle gave him 
both positive experience and setbacks, yet he did 
whatever it took to stay afloat. When he finally 
got his first breakthrough in 2001 in the British-
Indian film The Warrior, Asif  Kapadia’s first feature 
film, he never looked back. Khan went on to give 
some stunning performances in, Paan Singh Tomar, 
The Namesake, The Lunchbox, and Maqbool. In 2011, 
Khan was decorated with the prestigious honour 
of  the Padma Bhushan. He projected that life is all 
about simplicity and positivity. 

24 hours after I got the news of  Khan’s death, my 
feed was once again full of  condolences for Rishi 
Kapoor, yet another Bollywood veteran. Kapoor 

Nand Dahiya pays homage to two influential Bollywood actors who passed away recently.

Obituary
came from an illustrious family of  four generations 
of  stars, all of  whomwere said to be born to adorn 
the silver screen. 

Kapoor is said to have steered the course of  
Bollywood in his prime. While the other stars of  
the ‘70s focused more on the ‘masculinity’ and 
the so-called ‘macho’ element of  acting, Kapoor 
brought romantic musicals to the table. He turned 
Bollywood into something more colourful with his 
songs (famous till date) and on-screen romance. He 
made a huge splash in 1973 with his first lead role 
in Bobby – a teenage love story. It opened another 
window for the industry and became a template 
for teen romances throughout the late 1970s and 
1980s. A 1973 New York Times review noted that 
Bobby’s “accent on youth is relatively new to Indian 
movies, whose performers are often older than the 
characters they portray.”

Kapoor played romantic leads in dozens of  films 
for over two decades. Later, around the turn of  the 
century he made a smooth transition into character 
roles. He was awarded the Filmfare Lifetime Award 
for his striking performance in Do Dooni Char.

I personally admire both the actors. Kapoor had 
a very rich career. He had perfected every scope 
of  acting, starting from Bobby, a musical romance, 
to dramas like Mulk; always, he explored the soul 
of  the genre. He was successful in bridging the 
distance between the screen and the audience by 
moulding his acting to the interests of  his audience. 
He was a classic Bollywood actor. He started off  
at an early age of  seventeen and stayed true to his 
passion till he lay on his deathbed. His portrayals 
allowed the audience to escape their own realities. 
On the other hand, Khan was more of  a method 
actor who would hold a mirror to the audience in 
the most organic form: it was so natural that you 
could feel the connect.  

The Indian film industry will feel the loss of  these 
two veterans for a long time to come…
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ut+jksa ds lkeus jgrs gq, Hkh 
vulquh jg xbZ bl dejs dh vkokt+ 

”kk;n yksx tkurs ugha 
;k tkuus okyksa esa fnypLih ugha 
;k fQj can vyekfj;ksa dks ns[k 

dHkh dqN fd;k ughaA
dHkh bUgsa [kksyk gksrk 

rks vkt ^;wjsdk* fpYyk jgs gksrs; 
vkf[kj NksVs&NksVs VqdM+s tksM+dj]

?kaVksa rd lkspdj 
gksrk gS vkfo’dkjA

bu VqdM+ksa dh nqfu;k dqN ,slh gh gS 
,d ckj ?kql x, rks fopkjksa dh ckSNkj 
dqN cuk, fcuk vkidks tkus ugha nsrh 
u, vkfo’dkjksa dh tM+ ;gha ij terh gSa 

ysfdu fQj Hkh vulquh jg xbZ gS 
bl dejs dh vkokt+A

D;k gqvk vkf[kj bl tgk¡ dks]
iwjh nqfu;k tSls fiatjs esa canA

nqvk mudks] Qals bl egkekjh dh otg ls tks]
yx jgk gS dqnjr ns jgh balku dks naMA
igys ftl lM+d ij pyrh Fkh xkfM+;k¡]

vkt ogha tkuoj ygjk jgs >aMkA
fQj gjh Hkjh gks pqdh gSa igkfM+;k¡]

okil lkQ gks xbZ ufn;k¡A
iwjh nqfu;k esa Nk;k egkekjh dk dgj]

ekuksa QSy pqdk gok esa tgjA
gkFk feykus ls Hkh vc ge Mjrs]

ekLd vkSj lkabfVtsj ds fy, yM+rsA
tkuoj balku us dj yh vnyk&cnyh ]

tkuoj vkt+kn] balku canhA
fdlh us u lkspk fd ,slk gks ik;sxk
fdls irk Fkk fd lc cny tk,xkA
le; gS fd dqnjr ls ge ekaxsa ekQ+h]
ekuo us dj yh xyfr;k¡ dkQ+hA
D;k gqvk vkf[kj bl tgk¡ dks]
D;k irk Fkk lc cny tk,xkA

ikjl vxzoky

D;k gqvk vkf[kj bl 
tgk¡ dks

euq’; vkt ,d oSf”od ;q) yM+ jgk gS tks vc rd ekuork 
dks Kkr gh ugha gSA ”k=q v–’; gS] fcu gfFk;kj gS vkSj 
bldk fu”kuk dksbZ Hkh thfor çk.kh gSA pexknM+ ds ckn] 
djksuok;jl us vc ekuo dks yf{kr fd;k gSA laØe.k dk 
okgd] ok;jl ”kjhfjd laidZ ds ek/;e ls Nhad ;k ;gka rd 
fd [kk¡lh ds ek/;e ls rsth ls QSy jgk gSA fdlh dksjksuk 
çHkkfor O;fä dh ,d ek= Nhad esa djksuok;jl ds i;kZIr 
v.kq gksrs gSa tks ,d iw.kZ leqnk; dks laØfer dj ldrs gSaA 
bfrgkldkj „å„å dks fouk”kdkjh Hk;kud o’kZ ds :i esa 
ntZ djsaxs] ,d vlhe nq%LoIu] ftlds iSekus vkSj ifj.kke 
vHkwriwoZ gSaA
;g crk;k x;k gS fd ?kkrd ok;jl dk lzksr phu ds oqgku 
ftys dh xqQkvksa ds pexknM+ FksA iwjh nqfu;k esa bldh 
vklku igq¡p gS vkSj vk[kjh okgd euq’; gSaA lEHkkouk gS fd 
;g phu esa ,d ç;ksx”kkyk ç;ksx dk mRikn gS tks foQy 
gks x;kA gks ldrk ;g jkt+ lnk xqIr jgsA vxj ys[kk&fp= 
ij ut+j Mkyh tk, rks Kkr gksrk gS dh fo”o esa ihfM+r 
yksxksa dh la[;k ?kkrd :i ls c<+ jgh gSA bldk LFkwy :i 
ls vFkZ gS fd la[;k gj nks ls rhu fnu esa nqxuh gks jgh 

ve`r vxzoky

,d nq%LoIu

;qojkt lkjMk

dejs ls vkokt+

gSA ;g ifj–”; okLro esa fpfdRlk dh –f’V esa lqy>kuk 
vlaHko gSA HkkX;o”k ;|fi ;g ys[k fy[ks tkus rd Hkkjr 
bu dfBu ifjfLrfFk;ksa ls lqjf{kr gSA dqN laLFkkvksa us bl 
egkekjh dh rqyuk nwljs fo”o ;q) ls dh gSA esjs vuqlkj 
;g vuqfpr gSA ;q) ds nkSjku det+ksj fny ,d txg ls 
Hkkx dj fdlh rVLFk txg ij lqjf{kr jg ldrk gS ijUrq 
orZeku ifj–”; esa ,slk dksbZ LFky gh ugha gS tks lqjf{kr gksA 
euq’; dksfoM egkekjh ds dSnh cu pqds gSa vkSj gekjh i`Foh 
bldk dkjkxkjA fLFkfr dh rqyuk ;gwfn;ksa ds }kjk lkeuk 
fd;s tkus okys çy; ls Hkh dh tk ldrh gSA cl varj 
bruk gSa fd vc fgVyj dh la[;k djksM+ks esa gSA
,d ckj vxj ;g v.kq ds ek/;e ls ekuo ”kjhj esa ços”k 
dj ys rks ”kjhj dh xekZgV esa ;g Lo;a dh la[;k&o`f) 
dj viuh çcyrk c<+krk gSA vxj bldh vrqfyr la[;k 
gks tk, vkSj bldh tkap u gks rks bldk ifj.kke ?kkrd 
gksrk gSA lcls cM+h ckr rks ;g gS fd bl chekjh dh dksbZ 
nok ugha gSA
Li’V :i ls] ge vHkh Hkh va/ksjs esa VVksy jgs gSaA
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Problems of the Week
Place the numbers 1-8 so that one of  each appears 
in the four concentric rings and in the eight different 
quarter circles. 

What Have You Been Reading 
During the Lockdown?

What Have You Been Watching 
During the Lockdown?

Prison Break (Age Rating: 15+) (TV Show)
Cast: Dominic Purcell, Robin Tunney
“First, it was a prison. Now it’s a nation.”
This dangerously misleading title led me to think 
little of  the show’s plot, my binger’s instinct telling 
me that this was a mundane story about prisoners’ 
sedition. I couldn’t have been more wrong. The 
story is so full of  twists and turns, you may expect 
it to get endearing after the first season. It doesn’t. 
It just gets better. There’s always action around 
every corner in this show, never failing to surprise 
the viewer. Nonetheless, those searching for a way 
to ‘break’ out of  this lockdown boredom may 
always watch this show. It certainly helps turn day 
into night faster than light itself.

- Yash Adalti

Raag Darbari
Author: Sri Lal Shukla
Talking of  satirical novels, Raag Darbari always 
finds its position at the top of  my list. Written by 
Sri Lal Shukla, this book takes a humorous jibe at 
the dystopian situation created post independence. 
The story evolves in a village named Shivpalganj, 
a synecdoche of  the then-India. The novel is a 
ridiculing take on the plight of  the common man 
as society is made subservient by the corruption 
of  the people in power. Though written in the late 
‘60s, this book still retains its essence — a must-
read book to understand the Indian democratic 
ideals, the hollow notion of  rural innocence, and 
beauty from the common man’s perspective.

- Mr. Devendra Mishra

Albert and Bernard just became friends with Cheryl, 
and they want to know when her birthday is. Cheryl 
gives them a list of  10 possible dates.

May 15 | 16 | 19

June 17 | 18

July 14 | 16

August 14 | 15 | 17

Cheryl then tells Albert and Bernard separately the 
month and the day of  her birthday, respectively.
Albert: I don’t know when Cheryl’s birthday is, but I 
know that Bernard does not know, too.
Bernard: At first, I didn’t know when Cheryl’s birthday 
is, but I know now.
Albert: Then I also know when Cheryl’s birthday is.
When is Cheryl’s birthday?

Source: The Guardian


