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Our Patron

Bishop Mar Mathew Arackal
(Bishop of the Syro Malabar Catholic Eparchy of Kanjirappally)

“ Coming together is a beginning, keeping together is progress and working together is the suc-

cess”. It’s my pleasure to quote Henry Ford in the occasion of Marian college bring out the college
magazine “Lumière“ which is embarked on a journey of creativity and braveness.

In all the endeavours of Marian, there is a distinct blend of hard work, determination, team effort

and the continuous strive to succeed. Louis Nizer said, “A man who works with his hands is a labourer, a man who works with his hands and brain is a craftsman; but a man who works with his

hands, brain and his heart is an artist”. Our college in its short span of its journey has brought up
citizens who break the silence and has come with their voice for society.

With each year passing by, Marian is soaring high and climbing the steps of victory. Let us praise

the Lord Almighty for his abundant grace in coming up with this great venture. May God bless you
all in the journey towards excellence.
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Principal’s Message

Rev. Fr Dr. Roy Abraham P
It gives me immense pleasure to pen a few words as a prologue to our magazine ‘Lumiére’. exclusively meant for churning out the latent writing talent which bears immense potentiality of sharpening your communication skill as part of your overall personality development. I congratulate all the
contributors and the editorial board for bringing out such a beautiful magazine.
“A professional writer is an amateur who didn’t quit.” Richard Bach. Let me tell you that your creative contribution to‘Lumiére’ is just the beginning if you do not quit. Marian in her 23 years of fruitful existence has created novelists, travel writers, bloggers in addition to professionals in different
fields. While enjoying the writings of Marianites there is always an echoing thought in my mind that
‘those written are sweet and those unwritten are sweeter’. Contributions to this college magazine
could be the first little step for many of you.
Before I conclude let me congratulate the editorial team who undertook the painstaking task of
publishing the magazine on time. You my beloved students have exceeded all of our expectations
and I am proud of you. Let me thank Mr Allen Podippara the Staff editor first, for his diligence in
helping the students to perform to the best of their abilities. Albert Antony, the Student Editor, is
the man behind the show. With is postive attitude and perseverance, he has accomplished an impossible feat. Lakshmi G Reghunath, Honey Sara Aby Kurien, Joicy George and Nishy Elizabeth,
the sub editors have also worked tirelessly for the past year contributing thier ideas, abilities and
energies. I’m proud of the entire core team.
Finally, to all the students who had contributed their works, this wouldn’t have been possible without you. Marian college is indebted to each one of you.
Thank You,
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Marian of my Dreams

Rev. Fr. James Kozhimala
(Manager)
“Blessed are you among women, and blessed is the fruit of your womb” (Luke 1:42)
Like Mother Mary, who became a divine instrument in rearing the Son of God, all of us at Marian are highly
blessed too.The same eyes that watched over Baby Jesus are cast on us; the hands that led Him are always
around us; the heart that throbbed for Him is ardently pulsating for us. We are as lucky are as Jesus was!
Our thoughts, words and actions should bear witness to the all encompassing compassion and love of Almighty God. Each one of us must keep this spirit in our hearts, our minds, and our actions.Mother Mary was
specially chosen by God the Father to partake in His Grand Mission for Deliverance and Salvation. Being the
Children of Mother Mary, Marianites have a special privilege and responsibility to continue this legacy.
HIS children should experience His love, care and protection from us. Marian College should become God’s
instrument in bringing peace and harmony to our hearts, our families, society, nation and entire world.
Marianites should march together towards new horizons of excellence in holiness and wisdom. All the Marianites should get spiritual, academic and career growth from Marian. We should be known as “Good Samaritans”.
Whoever comes to us should feel happy and precious. Jesus Christ, at each moment, should be
able to tell us “Well done, My child”.
I asked this question to the stakeholders of Marian; “What is your dream about Marian?”
A student said: Marian should become like Mother Mary who receives each one with an open heart and open
hand. Students should feel and experience Marian as their real “Mother”. All students should feel that they
are safe, supported, and loved….. Making complete.
A Teacher said: Marian should be a place for students to find the truth of life by exploring knowledge and
wisdom through faith, humility, and discipline.
A Parent said: Marian should have a spiritual atmosphere and should help the students to build healthy relationships.
A Neighbour said: An ordinary person should feel that Marian is also for them. They should only have good
things to speak about Marian.
Yes, dear Marianites, all have great dreams and expectations about us. Let us try…. Together, we can perform
miracles!
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Editorial Board

W

e are immensely proud to bring forth Lumiere
2017, our college Magazine for the academic
year 2017- 2018. In this time period when the
college has attained the Autonomous status and all the children be it the university stream or the autonomous stream,
is busy with exams and retests, it was pretty hardwork to
complete the task. Yet my team of student editor and the
sub editors have done a commendable work in bringing out
this college magazine. They might have haunted and pestered many of you for magazine articles, but I should say
they did their job effectively. Lumiere 2017 is the product
of everyone of you, your aesthetic skills, your writing skills,
everything mattered in the coming out of this magazine. I
Allen George Podipara
would say this is a profound example of what the students of
Staff Editor
Marian college can do when they are given a task.
Lumiere 2017 as the name suggests is a light in the darkness. When the society and the nation itself
is passing through a dark patch in humanitarian concern, we felt our contribution should show the
difference.
I would like to thank all my team members Mr Albert Antony(Student Editor), Ms Lakshmi G Reghunath, Ms Joicy, Ms Honey, Ms Nishy (Sub-Editors)for their unconditional support and dedication.
Special mention should be given to MCSC teacher in charges Mr Eric Thomas and Ms Sunu Rose
for their help throughout. If you are reading these words on print, it is not just because of us, but
the contributions many of you have made which made the magazine rich and colourful.

Honey Sara Aby Kurien ( Sub Editor ), Joicy George ( Sub Editor ), Albert Antony ( Student Editor )
Nishy Elizabeth Ninan ( Sub Editor ), Lakshmi G Reghunath ( Sub Editor )
( from left )
Allen George Podipara ( Staff Editor )
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Student Editor’s Note

A

light shines deep within us, so bright that it can
illuminate the world if we let it.We choose to shine
and our light shined like words in our magazine.We
called it “Lumière 2017”, the magnum opus of the Marian
family this year. Our creative souls desired to wander in the
sea of imagination freely without any bounds like the light,
Lumière piercing through darkness illuminating everything
on its way.Our magazine is the result of that dream that only
we saw and believed.It is the absolute reflection of the imagination and creativity of the Marian Family.And It has the genius of the students, the experience of the teachers, poetry
of the budding poets, paintings of the artists and articles of
great significance from the great minds of tomorrow.Now
we set our Lumière free to spread beyond boundaries.

Albert Antony
(Student Editor)

I express my deep gratitude to my dear God because it was
the unflinching faith that we had in him thatgave us the strength to move forward on the face of
impossibilities.
I thank my dear friend Lakshmi G Reghunath ( Sub Editor ) who was with me during the entire period
of ups and downs. She provided me with unparallel support from the beginning to the end without
which the Lumiere 2017 might have just ended in my thoughts.
I also acknowledge the efforts taken by the other sub-editors of the editorial board Joicy George,
Nishy Elizabeth Ninan, Honey Sara Aby and thank them sincerely for their kind contribution and
cooperation
I acknowledge the guidance given to me by Mr.Eric Thomas Joseph, Mrs.Sunu Rose Joseph (MSCS
Teacher in Charge) and Mr.Allen George Podipara (Staff Editor).I thank them for the effort they had
put into this magazine.
I dedicate this magazine to the ones who stood with me and helped from the inception of the idea
to the completion of the magazine and helped in making “Lumiere 2017” a reality.
Thank You
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My shadow
Rithika Liz Mathew
II BACE

Never had been scared of my shadow as a child
Finding delight in watching it dance on the wall
Wondering why at times it appeared so tall
Told by parents to be ready for the flight
Little did I know I was chasing a beam that would push me into a plight.
Like a fledging that puts its faith on its wings,
You gained the credence as we exchanged our rings.
Did you not forget to be my gleam in the dark?
As the eyes leered at the wall to see my shadow stares at me back?
Now when I’m gone forever, do not stand at my grave and cry
Pointing the flash into my eyes, you search for me, but why?
Alas my love, can you not see me in the soft star shining at you tonight?
MARIAN COLLEGE KUTTIKKANAM

12

Feminism & Fish Fry
Lakshmi G Reghunath
III BACE

P

art of being in
my aunt’s household where every
member is as technologically
knowledgeable as the youngest or as politically inclined as
the eldest is the conversations at
the dinner table which usually centres on the most thriving scandals that
the modern day satirists or ‘trollans’
pick up in their posts. So during a recent visit when my grandmother, of
all people, began lamenting on the
inanity of some netizens in their ridicule of Malayalam actress Rima Kallingal’s statement “My feminism started with a fish fry”, I thought nothing
of it and joined in on the discussion.
Later when we were done with dinner,
as I sat down with my uncle and the
boys to play a board game, I heard
my grandmother calling my aunt into
the kitchen to do the dishes.
My grandmother may not have realized what she had done by calling out
my aunt specifically when there were
eight of us in the house that night or
the profound relationship of that act
to our little chat over dinner but whatever happened had me reeling. It
wasn’t that my aunt experienced any
kind of power play or abuse within the
household. In fact, my uncle and aunt
were equally educated, with equally
high paying jobs and had equal say in

the
matters
of the house.
Yet,
my
aunt alone
routinely
washed the
dishes, did the
laundry, cleaned the
rooms and cooked
with my grandmother. It was also
true for my mother
and my mother always
demanded my help in
the kitchen even though
she knew my brother
wasn’t particularly doing anything at the moment.
I would very much like to
say that this was the first
time I had this revelation
or that I underwent part of
what 12-year old Rima felt
when she was denied that fish
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fry or that I was struck by the sad irony of the
whole ordeal but none of that would be true.
What I truly experienced was a deep sense of
shame and guilt. I have silently watched my aunt
wash the dishes while we played board games,
I have seen my mother do the cleaning when
my father, brother and I lounged in front of the
TV and I have asked my brother to go and sit
down at the table while I did the cooking when
he hovered in the kitchen. The ugly fact was that
I have never felt the need to question any of it
even though I subconsciously knew that it fell
into the category of gender division if not discrimination, even when I wax poetic about the
need to look beyond one’s gender identity and
see the human.
The truth is that all of us, all men and women,
even the young have innocently, accidentally if
not knowingly oppressed or manipulated another person. We are all guilty of some act of discrimination or segregation. And when that act
of discrimination lies in something as basic as
food among the privileged, educated section of
the society as in Rima’s case, one can only imagine the depth of it in the less privileged. Yet, we
have the audacity to question the need of feminism in our times.
I have no desire to lose myself in platitudes by
reciting the countless records of violence against
women in the country, the records of rape and
domestic violence and the number of female feticides. I also do not intend to show how the epic
literature, the religious and cultural traditions etc
have made women subservient over the ages.
I most certainly do not wish to talk about how
women are bound by societal norms and moral codes which have continually made them feel
guilty about their body and their preferences,
sexual and otherwise. These are all but the very
visible tip of the iceberg even the most anti-feminist man or woman sees and understands.
What, however, concerns me is the very silent but
very potent brand of misogyny and sexism that
has crept into the system so much that it made
69% of the sample female population of Kerala to
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condone
domestic violence in a recent survey.
It exists everywhere; in
the movies we watch,
in that song we enjoy so much, that
fairness cream we
use, that women’s magazine we read and even
in the fish fry our mothers
make. Some of us choose
to ignore the elephant in
the room while others take
a step forward and declare it
non-existent. By choosing to remain silent or in denial of that
fact makes all of us compliant to
it and complicity in the face of
something we all know is dreadful is as terrible as choosing to be
on its side.
Feminism destroys perfectly good
families. Feminism is Misandristic.
Feminism is against religion. Feminism disrupts the natural law of things.
We have heard it all. In all truth, there
hasn’t been a more mocked ment in history
than the feminist movement and there hasn’t
been any concept which is as deeply misunderstood by both men and women alike in history
as feminism. Quoting Cheris Kramarae, a pioneer in women’s studies on her definition of the
term, Feminism is the radical notion that women
are human beings. It is not anti-men but a mere
advocacy of equality of sexes.
One might argue that the times have changed,
that there are rights for women and that all are
equal before the law. One might say that the
law provides special protection for women,
that women now have special reservations, that
women can be decision makers on policies. One
can even argue that there isn’t an immediate
need for feminist thought as there was over two
decades ago. But the fact remains that these are
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e x t e rnal factors
that have no bearings in the reality of
a woman. What value does something
posses if it needs
to be articulated
through law? What is the
meaning of such equality?
The need for feminism
does not merely lie in the
fact that it demands material changes in the reality of
an oppressed woman. What
is more pertinent is that it demands the evolution of thought.
It is not sufficient that a woman

is ‘allowed’ or ‘granted’ equal rights or special
protection, in fact, it stands against the very ideals of feminism. In the words of G D Anderson,
“feminism isn’t about making women stronger,
women are already strong; it’s about changing
the way the world perceives that strength.” It’s
about changing something within the minds of
all human beings. It’s about changing the way a
man or a woman looks at another woman or the
way a woman looks at herself. It’s about making
that 69 % of women question their nonchalant
acceptance of domestic violence and ensuring
that no mother will have reservations about serving her male and female children equally.
Feminism is a never-ending exercise. It intends
to revolutionalize the way humanity is perceived.
And it can be found in the politics of the most
irrelevant things, even fish fries.
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Tomy
K
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o
T
II BBA

“I love music and I love musicians”
his was the love letter of Ryan to Celin which he wrote when he
was studying in 9th standard, in fact, It was the first and last love
letter Ryan wrote.
Celin was the classmate of Ryan from 5th. She was hailed as the Nightingale of the school.
As Ryan started changing his status from a boy to a young man, he
recognized what he had to Celine was just infatuation, but Ryan was totally oblivious about something, why he wrote such a letter and kept in
her book without giving any identity? why all songs sang by Celine was
there in his mind including the very first song she sang in 5th standard
in initial days of their school life? why does he know which song will be
more good for Celine’s voice? Ryan had no answers for any of these
questions that haunted him.But one thing was clear Ryan was a great
fan of Celin’s songs
From childhood Ryan was crazy about music, as he grew up Music
become the best partner of Ryan. He started sharing all his dreams and
emotions of his whole life through music. Like many other youngsters,
Ryan also didn’t have a clear idea about himself, though he was sure
he had to do something with music.
Once Ryan’s friend asked him why he was so passionate about singing
even though he had no inborn talent to sing. Ryan replied, “because I
love music I need music !”
Our canvas become more colourful and when we have such implausible
dreams and ideas like Ryan has.Let’s pray for Ryan’s dreams to come
true and for ours’ too

T
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Ammachi – The Epitome of Poise

Lydia Grace Raju
III BACE
efore leaving for college, I entered her room for the usual goodbye. But, I didn’t know that
I wouldn’t have to bid goodbye to her anymore. I held her weak, wrinkled hands and told   
her that I’d be back soon after the exams. With a heavy heart, I made myself, for the second
time of my life, dumb to her crying over her pain. I shoved that hand which held mine tightly and
this very memory tortures my heart. I went away with her musty smell in my hand, perhaps the best
of all the smells I own of her. Today, again as I leave home, I stepped into the same room. Ammachi
is at Home and it feels like I’m carried away by the emptiness of her smell of talcum powder which
persists in the air.

B

That one lady who left me enchanted with the way she lives her life. Every day, she began her day
with reading Bible and praising the Creator with her melodious songs. She would be calm, silent
and stare through the open window of the room. As a child, I was never repelled by the repeated
stories Ammachi would narrate. When years passed by, stories stopped. I grew up and started
losing my innocence and patience to listen to her.
Ammachi would be the first person to come to the hall for the evening prayer. She would be the
loudest person to sing the songs and I would wonder how she remembered
all the lyrics. Ammachi was admired for her melodious voice and the
grace with which she carried herself.
Huddled up as a small figure, and with a slight bend in her back,
she would walk again back to her room. She would sometimes
forget my name. This would make me ask all her children’s
names and grandchildren’s names. This was just to recollect
her memory. She used to remember all the names until she
was physically healthy.
I used to come home only on the weekends and as time
passed by, Ammachi grew older and I grew busier. I did not
have the time for her as before, especially when I had study
holidays. I would be in another room and every other second
Ammachi would come out of her room, walk past the hall and
come to my room. She used to say that she wanted to just see
me and was searching for me.
I thought she was just joking when she said that she would be
going home, that is Kumbanad. She stayed at Kottayam, her eldest
daughter’s place. She used to ask me when we would be going the
that place. I used to laugh away, thinking what else would I tell her.
Now, I know that she has reached the Home she always wanted to go.
There I will meet her again and never push away her hand. I’ll be beside
her and she would tell me stories until forever.
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Lost Octaves
Nishy Elizabeth Ninan
1 B.Com C

Punathil Kunjabdulla (3 April 1940 – 27 October 2017)
The well-known Malayalam writer passed away at the age of 77 in Kozhikode. Affectionately known as Kunjikka, the Sahitya Akademi Award-winning author was as well-known among Malayalam readers for his critical
writings on the Muslim community in Kerala as for his candid opinions on
religion, marriage and relationships. Being a doctor by profession, Kunjabdulla was one of the most significant modernist writers in Malayalam
literature. As Kerala Chief Minister Pinarayi Vijayan wrote in his condolence message, “He communicated in the language of the layman to his
readers. He had the magic of making people read whatever he wrote.
He viewed life through a cartoonist’s eyes. There was warmth behind his

I V Sasi

(28 March 1948- 24 October 2017)

The man known for his unique approach towards filmmaking left the film
world shocked with his sudden departure. Irruppam Veedu Sasidaran famously known as IV Sasi had contributed more than 150 films to the Indian
Film Industry in various languages. He moulded the career of many stars
like Mammootty, Mohanlal, Jayan,Sukumaran, Soman, Vincent and Seema.
He later went on to marry his heartthrob Seema who starred in many of his
films. His strong literary sense always took pride in his bold female characters. He had various works in Tamil and Hindi too. In 2015 the government
honoured him with the J.C Daniel award.

Om Puri (18 October 1950 -

January 2017)

The very vibrant fatherly figure of the Indian Cinema Om Prakash Puri
has made is presence felt in various commercial Indian films and art films.
From very humble middle-class beginnings Om Puri made his debut in
the Marathi movie called “Ghashiram Kotwal “. His roles in Aakrosh, Arohan, and Chachi 420 are fine works of an experienced actor. He has also
worked in various non-Indian productions in the US, Britain and Pakistan.
He was honoured by the Indian government with Padma Shri in 1990 and
in 2004 he was made an honorary officer of the order of the British Empire.

MARIAN COLLEGE KUTTIKKANAM

18

ABI

(28 February, 1965 – 30 November 2017)

Sharing his last stage with his son Shane Nigam, Abi transferred his legacy to his son in the Yuva Awards 2017 in Doha.
Kalabhavan Abi originally known as Habeeb Muhammed is a
Malayalee impressionist, comedian, actor and dubbing artist.
He began his stage career in the youth festivals conducted by
Mahatma Gandhi University where he bagged 2 first prizes for
his mimicry performances. This landed him up in the pioneer
mimicry troop – KALABHAVAN. Amina Thatha is enough to remember Abi. He has produced many comedy audio albums,
dhe maveli kombhathu, onathinte edayku pootukachavadam.
His impeccable mimicry skill will always be remembered. Farewell to the soul who always made us laugh.

Reema Lagoo (21 June 1958 – 18 May 2017)
Reema Lagoo was the epitome of motherhood in the Hindi
film industry. Nobody could have imagined anybody else for
the mother role other than her. She shot to fame in the 80s for
her roles in “Maine Pyar Kiya” and” Kuch Kuch Hota Hai” She
was only 58 when she died. She has worked in various advertisements, serials and also in the Marathi film industry. Amitabh
Bachchan’s tweet “Reema Lagoo, You’ll be missed”, shows us
how beloved she was to the industry. May the favourite mother
of Bollywood rest in peace.

Vinod Khanna

(6 October 1946 – 27 April 2017)

Even after being a commerce graduate, his call for cinema
made Vinod Khanna come to Indian cinema as a Villain in
Man Ka Meet in 1968. Vinod Khanna was not just an actor
but also a producer and politician in Indian. He stuck on only
to the Bollywood industry. He has been awarded Filmfare
awards. Later on, he spent his time concentrating on his political life. He was the MP of Gurdaspur constituency. In 2002
he became the minister for culture and tourism in the Vajpayee cabinet. Afterwards, he became the minister of state for
external affairs. He last starred in Shah Rukh Khan’s Dilwale
as his father. He was honoured by Zee Cinema for Life Time
Achievement Award.
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Up in the Sky
Manova Shammy
II B.Com B

I had a dream
I was happy
I was smiling and playing around
My mother was running behind me
Trying to catch me and
I was making fun of her
Because she failed all the time
But oh! She was looking beautiful
I opened my eyes
Tears of happiness were there
I all of a sudden missed someone
Midnight, I went near the window
Because she promised, she would come here every day.
I saw she was a beautiful star now.
Shining brightly at me
Heart ached – I could feel my pain.
My mother, she was the only thing
I know at the back of my hand.
She was gone and I couldn’t do anything.
She couldn’t defeat cancer and
Her love defeated me.
I went on my knees just to regret again
Only if she could come
Back for one day.
I wished to hug her and
Say sorry for all my mistakes
Say that I love you Amma
I miss you Amma
Oh! She had a beautiful smile…….
And she was still smiling
Up in the sky.
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Future
of India
Joel Idicula Johnson
III B.Com B

India where I would love to live!

T

he patriot’s blood is the seed of Freedom’s tree.Well, the blood that was shed
should not go in vain. The misery that our
ancestors went through to set us free should
not be just flaunted. The great nation that once
crawled like a shot down eagle is on its way to
glide again. It should not miss. Twice invaded
by foreigners, ripped off its wealthy glory, facing
the agony of partition, punctured by numerous
anti-national elements, yet standing strong in
the face of all & that’s India for the world. We
as a nation is the second most populous country
with a majority of the population being our vibrant youth who has the potential to lead India
to development. But there are some factors that

hold us back. Under conditions and circumstances prevalent today, it needs not merely guesswork or astrologer’s remarks to reflect the future
image of India, but a logical inference derived
from a sound reasoning, an act fairly difficult but
not impossible.
I would like to live in an India where the diversity and culture of all religions are respected and
shown in their actions and not in words. People killing each other because of the belief one
holds tight too. It is one of the major problems
that India faces today, although the government
and other groups with vested interest claim that
secularism is protected.
Caste is another factor that separates and puts
India in two wells. Why is there a need for caste?
The extremists don’t seem to have a reason yet
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Caste is another factor that separates and puts
India in two wells. Why is there a need for caste?
The extremists don’t seem to have a reason yet
they think they are some deities. We’re humans
and no one is inferior to another unless he/she
is an animal. The best experience of social life
happens when people of different culture get
together. Do we want to miss that by ignoring
the facts and clinging on to our notions and prejudices?
I would like to live in an India where the youths
embrace their life and yearn for wisdom rather
than embracing their smartphones and yearning
for free data plans. I want them to patient and
kind to their fellow beings. With the advent of
Reliance Jio, data of one gigabyte is like a star
in the space, meagre. The playgrounds are on
their own, feeling the gust while children get
harmonious with their phones and computers.
Keep smartphones away, only to use it for your
development rather than your destruction. Live
close to nature!
I would like to live in an India where politicians
care for people more than they care for their
pockets. Then only there will be good roads, hospitals, smooth transportation facilities, welfare
legislation and whatever that is needed for the
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development of Indians rather than mere growth
of our economy There has to be a mass awakening to give importance to family-planning and
practice methods of birth control. People shall
have exercise birth control methods to reduce
the density of excessive population, to eliminate
poverty, to improve the standard of living and
promote the healthy life, and to stop infant mortality. Cottage industries need to gain momentum, and power has to be supplied at cheaper rates, so as to enable them to compete with
large-scale and heavy industries. People need to
take care of their heritage sites and monuments
really bad or those will be victims of vandalism. I
want my generation and the generation to come
to know that they are part of a rich history. I want
my brothers and sisters to embrace our country
and escalate it to greater heights. I would love
to live in a socially and economically developed
India. In such a society there will be no ignorance, superstition and other social evils as are
ingrained today. No section of society will be
a victim of exploitation or tyranny. The people
of Future India will not suffer from the attitude
pertaining to caste, community, religion or sex.
They will be a great people of the great land.
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Two Friends
Lekshmi Gayathri
III BACE
They were not meant to be together,
or be there for each other,
but still, here they were - too close,
against nature’s force.
They ached with yearning and longing,
the intense fire in the burning.
And when the wind blew mildly,
They leapt towards each other wildly,
in their moment of overwhelming passion,
They forgot that they were dry and ashen,
they forgot what being together would cause,
As the light breeze blew they brushed against
each other without a pause,
as the dry barks and brown leaves rubbed
They knew that it’s not forever.
The fire in them came out as a spark,
Their long-suppressed love came out of the dark.
They pause not for even a beat,
nor did they mind the sweltering heat.
The wind blew harder and the sparks got wilder,
It seemed that the whole world grew brighter.
The heat from their body’s brewed a fire,
Too late to stop their needs became direr.
The fire rose higher as the wind grew louder,
Their world turned red yet there was no sighing,
For they knew that they were dying,
Death brought them what life could not,
There they lay together - a pile of black soot.
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Name
& Shame of India

H

ello Indian? No, you need not hesitate to
admit that you are from India. There is an
endless list of things you could brag about
India from Taj Mahal, one of the seven wonders of the
world, Qutab Minar, the festivals, the big fat line-UNITY IN DIVERSITY’ with which most of us started
our essays back in school. Proud Indians we are, aren’t
we? You can go on bragging and blabbering and there
comes a moment when you are asked to shush. They
say “shush!” The subtext of this is that quintessential
Indian fear, ‘log kya kahenge?’
I addressed you as an Indian so that you can easily
relate to what I am going to say right now. Isn’t it ironical how the number and instances of child abuses are
growing today despite the enactment of innumerable
laws and organizations claiming to protect the rights
of these young living beings?
How strange are the stories that we come across
each day? Some come up as the blazing headlines in
newspapers and some are desperately locked away
untouched. Some of us sympathize whereas some of
them say, ”well I don’t have daughters and these won’t
affect my boys right?” If you think that gender, education or income provides insurance against child abuse,
consider the fact that one out of every two children
in India is sexually abused, and 52% of the cases are
boys!
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Rithika Liz Mathew
II BACE
In a profuse majority of cases, the abuser is a part of
the household. ‘Stranger danger’ is one thing but do
we ask our children to watch out for faces that are part
of the house?
As the abuser wins the child’s trust, he usually starts
sexualizing the relationship and by doing so, it also
decreases the chance of the child disclosing the abuse
and increases the chance of repeated access.
The good news is that child abuse can be prevented.
But the burden of prevention has been resting on the
shoulders of these young ones for a long time. We
have to take charge of prevention by talking about
sexual abuse to our children early and often. Paedophiles have themselves said that they would find it
much harder to abuse children who were aware of
the abuse. Talking to children about body parts and
inappropriate touching is an important first step that
needs to be refreshed every few months. We also need
to break our cultural taboo on sex and talk about it
appropriately but openly with our children. And while
we teach our children to respect their elders, let’s also
teach them to scream loudly if their elders do something hurtful. And yes, its okay for boys to cry and
scream too.
But despite our best efforts, not all children will be
protected and not all children will scream loudly.
In fact, many survivors say that they quietly “froze”
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during the abuse. ‘Freeze’ is one of the brain’s survival modes along with ‘fight’ and ‘flight’.
Silence is golden, or so I was told when I was young.
Later, everything changed. Silence equals death. Silence is the ocean of the unsaid, the unspeakable,
the repressed, the erased, the unheard. It surrounds
the scattered islands made up of those allowed to
speak and of what can be said and who listens.
By voice, I don’t mean only literal voice , the sound
produced by the vocal cords in the ears of others but
the ability to speak up, to participate, to experience
oneself and be experienced as a free person with
rights. This includes the right not to speak, whether it’s the right against being tortured to confess, as
political prisoners are, or not to be expected to service strangers who approach you, as some men do

to young women, demanding attention and flattery
and punishing their absence.
Luckily or not, we now have a strong law in place
– the Protection of Children from Sexual Offences
(POSCO) Act which was passed in 2012.Despite this,
many policemen and mothers say, “the child’s hymen is torn. Don’t report it. No one will marry her.”
Again these statements revolve around the fear, ”log
kya kahenge?” What will people say? As long as this
attitude prevails, we can’t dream of an India where a
child would genuinely feel happy about growing up.
It’s time to rewrite this phrase.
‘Mein duniya ke liye kah rahee aur log mere saath
bolne vaale!’

Off he goes
Dayana Elsa Sunil
II BACE
His mere presence behind me
Tracing my footsteps as I go
Throughout my journey, him I see
But is he truly a friend or a foe?
The same size and figure as I
Contorting only at times
I want to speak to him, Oh! I try
He utters no word but only mimes.
He seems to like the light
For he vanishes in the dark
Maybe it gives him the fright
Off he goes, no trace no mark.
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Natural talent
vs
Hard Work
Jasmin Nazeer
III B A Economics

T

he term ‘talented’ or ‘gifted’ is often mentioned in the artistic field. The achievements of
artists, both in fine art performing art are more obvious and visible. I have yet to find debate or
self-awareness perhaps for some, its to give self-assurance, while for others it is to be hopeful. I
read a lot of fables as a kid. Many of them touched upon this topic.
For example, the race between the rabbit and the turtle. As a fan of the anime Naruto in recent years,
my favourite character is Rock Lee. He has no natural talent other ninja students possess, but he makes
up for it with his tenacity. But fiction is fiction, they teach us the moral of being humble and diligent. I
believe some people have more natural aptitude than others in certain areas, This is what I call natural
talent. However, the verdict of someone being naturally talented is often skewed. For example, when
we see a fine piece of art or music. We often conclude that the artist must be really gifted. We come to
this conclusion because we are judging the end result – the artwork itself. We tend to forget about the
process and the journey of getting there. The artist may have been practising for many years to get to
that point. In which case, hard work plays a huge role, regardless of whether he/she is naturally gifted
or not. In many discussions I’ve seen, talent hard work we often talked about in a dichotomic way.
Example, gifted people are perceived as complacent and lazy;
while non-gifted people work harder to make up for it. In reality, talent can only carry you so far, the rest is hard work.
The two are mutually exclusive. I also believe tenacity
itself is a form of natural talent. It’s not something
everyone is capable of being able to work hard
towards a goal, consistently, despite hardship, is a
gift. It’s easy to judge talent by a painting, photo,
music score or fanbase becauseThey’re more
conceivable. Another factor that’s often ignored
in such discussions is passion. Passion makes us
strive for excellence. Talent + hard work + passion is a winning formula for success.
My views are formed based on my personal experiences, I’d love to hear yours.
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New Media: A tool for
Social movement
Aksa Ann Thomas
II BACE
Paper presented at International Conference on Language, Literature and Culture held at
Institute of Advanced Studies in English, Pune
ABSTRACT
ARAB SPRING – 2011
The term new media cannot have an all-encompassing definition as it changes from time
to time. So, what we can discuss is what a new
media isn’t? New media does not include newspaper, magazine or any kind of paper-based
publication.
Social media has a profound influence in organizing mass movements by mobilizing people
for common causes.
There are many instances where new media
has influenced a social movement. From Arab
Spring in the Middle East to the anti-corruption
movement initiated by Anna Hazare in India,
New media has taken the lead to change and
evolve. Malala Yousafsai undoubtedly was able
to generate visibility for her fight through new
media by analyzing three key incidents from the
previous decade.
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Arab Spring / Arab Revolution is a series of anti-government protests that were spread across
middle east in 2011.Unemployment, Rising prices, corruption and the brutality of the security
forces forced the people to protest against the
government.
It was on December 17, 2011, when Mohammed Bouazizi a Tunisian street vendor of fruits
and vegetables set himself to fire in front of the
officials of Tunisia when they confiscated his unlicensed vegetable cart, spat on his face and insulted his dead father. This became a point of
public anger. He later then died at the hospital
on January 4th, 2011.
Starting with Tunisian the e-net is argued to have
helped to boost the revolt. People used new me-
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new media platforms like Facebook, Twitter to
spread the message. It thus helped in shaping
the public opinion and organizing a mass movement.
EGYPTIAN REVOLUTION
Egyptian Revolution is also part of the Arab revolution. The Egyptian revolution was against the
increasing police brutality during the reign of
Hosni Mubarak President of Egypt. There were
mass protests from people from all range of the
society demanding the overthrow of Egyptian
President Hosni Mubarak. Revolution started
by calls for protests from an online youth group.
This had a great impact on society. People came
out into the streets with their cell- phones. On
11th of February 2011, Vice President Omar Suleiman announced that Mubarak would resign as
President.
The above-mentioned revolution is another
example of the influence of new media in social movements. People expressed themselves
through new media. They used new media as
a platform to organize movements. New media
was used to generate an opinion.
MALALA YOUSAFSAI
Malala Yousafsai is a Pakistani schoolgirl who
wrote in BBC Urdu, an anonymous diary about
her life under Taliban. Taliban is a religious name
based militant group. Swat district where Malala lived was under the control of Taliban. They
banned girls from going to school, banned music, TV and many more things. She wrote about
all these in her BBC Urdu blog. She published
her blog under the pen name ‘Gul Makai’ a name
taken from a character in a Pashtun Folktale. On
3 January 2009, Yousafsai first entry was posted
to the BBC Urdu blog. Malala in her blogs always mentioned her desire to study more. Taliban banning girl child education, and destroying
schools have always worried her. Militants of Taliban later shot Malala when she was in her school

van. This took her to an international fame. She
received the Nobel Prize for peace as well.
Malala used new media platform blogging to
inform the world about life under Taliban. She
was able to generate public support through
this blogging. She used new media as a tool to
initiate social movement, a movement for girl
child education. She still works for girl child education, she has developed Malala fund to raise
money for girl child education. She works along
with United Nations to work worldwide.
ANNA HAZARE
Anna Hazare is an Indian social activist who led
many movements for the development of society, decrease corruption for a transparent government. In addition to all these, he has also
conducted hunger strikes as well.
Among all the movements lead by him ‘The anti-corruption movement’ is one to be mentioned.
This movement lead by him had a great media
influence and the outcome of this movement
was in favour of him. This movement is named
among the “Top 10 News Stories of 2011” by
Time magazine.
Anna Hazare started a hunger strike on April in
front of Jantar Mantar in New Delhi. Jan Lokpal
bill is an anti-corruption bill. It is an independent
body to investigate corruptions in the society.
Anna Hazare started his hunger strike on the
fifth of April 2011 and ended on ninth April 2011
with the government accepting the demands of
Anna Hazare. Legal and political issues including
political corruption lead to the movement. It was
a non-violent movement featuring rallies and
hunger strikes as well as the use of new media
to organize, communicate and raise awareness.
People used Facebook to spread messages in
support of this movement. Created Facebook
pages and collected opinions of the society.
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People posted photos and videos of the movement. Thus, they generated a huge online support for the movement. Because of its vast media coverage, it resulted in passing the bill. For
a corruption free India, everyone supported the
movement.
IMPACT OF NEW MEDIA
Media has a mass influence in organizing a movement. If a movement has, a new media influence
it results in huge support from the society. People use new media platforms like Facebook and
Twitter to support others and to protest against
any corruption in society. Recently in Kerala, a
man recorded video of a woman government officer treating the patients of the hospital badly.
The video, which went viral on Facebook. The
woman officer was suspended because of this. It
is just a simple example.

When it comes to Malala Yousafsai, she used
new media platform blogging to let inform the
world about the life under Taliban. She wrote
about the rules that Taliban has bought in Swat
district. Even though she could not generate
much support from her friends in working against
Taliban this blogging helped her to gain a worldwide support. She still uses new media to work
for girl child education. Because of this support,
she initiates a movement for girl child education.
Anti-corruption movement lead by Anna Hazare also received a huge online support. People
supported Hazare’s decision and stood in favour
of him. When he went on Hunger Strike, online
news platforms took this as their main news.
People went on supporting Hazare and resulted
in government accepting the demands of Hazare and passing the Jan Lokpal Bill.
CONCLUSION.

Let us check the influence of media in Arab Revolution. In that revolution, people came out in
public holding their cell phones recording videos
and picture of the mass movement and. This is
another reason for the movement spread across
the Middle East. People liked, shared and commended in every report of this movement. This
thus received a worldwide support and resulted
in a change in the Middle East countries, including the over through of Egyptian President. New
media platforms like Facebook, blogs, vlogs everything helped in making this protest a mass
movement.
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New media as a tool can help in organizing mass
movements and in bringing a change in the society. Because everyone has access to e-net, the
importance or the influence of new media in a
social movement increases. Society uses new
media to express themselves on issues that affect society. They do not need any organization
or any political leaders to become a mass movement. An example for this is when people gathered in front of the India Gate when Nirbhaya
was raped. Thus new media can act as a tool to
change the world.
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Through the
					Seasons
Mariam Roy Chemmanam
II BACE
A slice of crimson glint
Unveiled the doorway of heaven
To welcome my birth
With the mirth of floral spring
To feed new sights of wisdom
Summer dawn cracked from eastern sky
Cuddled the earth for a splendour summer
The reeling tulips bathed in dream and desire
I savoured the zests of childhood
As like earth absorbs tints of summer
The wind sough to pour forth amber foliage
Ignite the flame of resurrection
When life hatches in crimson landscape
To embrace the siren tones of wisdom
When nature goes to sleep like an undraped damsel  
The moonlit winter cocooned me in despair
Life seems numb and frozen with my white crown
Old age is daunting land of regrets
The misty smoke mourns my eternal peace
Hope to dangle above heaven as a lone star  
Life is a cascading brook
With the fragrance of zephyrs
I saw life burst at my fingertips in a whilst
Never be pensive when season pass by
Remain calm for that dawn of hope
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Muse
Alvina Jose
III BACE

I

am engrossed in that strange muse that keeps me awake late at night,
something that pushes me to do something. Someone who’s calling me
loud from over those hills. Bizarre pictures of that old man came up in my
mind, last night.
That old man with bald head and grey hair at the ends. His eyes are red,
probably due to lack of sleep or heavy work schedule. He keeps following
me, and asked, “Are you alone?”. He is alone although and once I saw him
with a small child. I never asked him anything nor replied him. But he came
up in my dream, many times, depriving me of my otherwise smooth eight
hours long sleep.
The child’s pale green eyes pricked mine and I never knew I could feel empathetic. Even if I did, I knew I couldn’t understand him. Those eyes were
sunken and drowsy. What kept him awake was my strange stare. I looked
at him with the hope of being led to a mystery, but he wanted me to leave
him alone.
“Are you alone?”, this time a loud whisper from behind my shoulders, the
old man’s breath almost into my ears and the slight smell of strong tea into
my nose. I decided to give that strange look in my dream, as I always do.
But this time I stared into his eyes, longer, a little longer. Like my eyes dived
into his, to see his world. The world of strange people who mingles up easily and his own happy family having their meal.
Enough of this now, it has been a long time since I’ve been lost.
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The crouching Horizon
Mariam Roy Chemmanam
II BACE
She walks fearlessly
With the worth of a brief spring
Untainted by an earthy smell
Unaware of dark deceits
Lurking in salon of shadows
Hews of blooming bud
estered with smeared dreams
That went paled
Sins of fissures flirt
And savours of overwhelming goblin
From the veil of grave
Debauched and grabbed her flesh
She howled like a hornbill
A bunch of her dreams
Quashed by queer evils
She rises like a shroud
She remains as a Vesper
Prying towards earth
Gazing the fatal slay
And the wrath of virgins
Hawks fluttering with cupid virility
For the dark eclipse
To quell the beryl wenches
Under the whirlpool of harlots
As spring depicts their shades
And winter veil across valleys
The drapery of downpour
Wafting in the air for an alluring season
But still, she remains as a coldbloodline
To lull melancholy ever
On the cradle of drizzling tears
When year succeeds decades.
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The Unheard
				Voice

T

he shaded path was a real blessing for
me, after the tired walk through the dusty
streets ruled by the street sellers; I have
finally reached PTP NAGER. The narrow path
led me to a home which I have never imagined
in the very heart of a city. It was a surrounding
which reflected the voice of an environmentalist, a small home adorned with the greenery of
trees and surrounded by the fragrance of scattered petals. Standing on the veranda I peeped
through the glass, where I was astonished to see
a really good collection of antiques. A lady came
and welcomed me into the living room; a huge
photograph of the silent valley was placed over
there. Old women still having a living history in
her memories, her face depicted boldness which
seems to be immortal. She is a complete woman
that is what one could feel while they run their
eye through her most renowned work of all time
Rathrimazha.
Rathrimazha is like a golden feather in the literary crown of Kerala. It won the Kendra Sahithya
Academy Award in the year 1978. ‘Rathrimazha’
is not a poem that is born from the search of a
good theme. She says ‘’I was laying on the bed,
suddenly I felt the gentle touch of dew drops
from the window pane beside me and soon without any break I chanted the first few lines of the
poem’’. She had written this poem in midst of
many sorrows, illness and despondent. Sugathakumari says that “I had finished the poem just
in 10 minutes’.
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Vandana S Vinod
I BACE
The last lines of the poem significantly are “ I am also like you, like the night rain”.
She says to the rain, that she knows the sad
song of the rain, its anger and its loneliness. Towards the end of the poem, the words appear
as if a quest to make aware the world the immense pain and suffering that every woman in
the world is being passed through.
Women cry during the night in a lonely place
and when the blaze of sun hits in the dark sky
she begins to act; wiping all the tears and making a small smile on her face. Is this the women
of our land are born to do?
The wrinkled face have not so much to say,
rather she is having any other message. She
says that “past 60 years of life, as a poet I have
been continuously giving messages to the society through poems but no one heard anything.
But on the verge of destruction people will say
that there was a poet who was much concerned
about the environment”.
If a forest catches fire, birds are the first indicator of the disaster, they inform other animals and
shows the sign to escape. Similar to these birds
are the poets. They are the ones who first inform
their fellows about the dangerous disaster that is
going to come on the forerun.
Like this birds, many poets like Sugathakumari
are flying around us in the form of words through
the works like Rathrimahza, Pathira pookal and
so on. Each of this works is dedicated to the
wellbeing of MAN KINGDOM.
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Vedivazhipadu
2o18
Joel Idiculla
III B.Com (B)
Amidst the confusion of the available dates, rate
and willingness of our mates, January 9th, 2018
a Tuesday was confirmed as the departure day
for the college tour which we never thought
would change our lives and the intensity of our
friendship. Who are we? We are a family; a family of diversity. From the different parts of Kerala,
we are unified by the college, Marian and bonded by the name Camiyos.
A trip to remember was all that we needed. After the period, we knew we would just be contacts in each of our phones. We named our
pilgrimage in the classic Malayali way, ‘The Vedivazhipad’. The flex banner was set up with the
famous dialogues of the megastar Mammootty,
the evergreen icon, Mohanlal and the best actor award winner, Sri. Vinayakan. We even had
a dress code. For the boys, white shirt and double coloured (black and red) dhoti as seen in the
movie, Aadu 2 were perfect.Girls were so mesmerized by the western culture that they chose
to blue jeans and black top. We had a blast at
the time of departure. When the bus ‘Nelson’
entered the gates of Marian College, honking its
ear-blowing twerky horn and smoking its glasses, we knew that this was the ‘one’ for us.The
crew was all ready to welcome us aboard; Jomonchettan, our driver, Vishnu bro, our guide
and Ajith dude, the helper. They were experts
in their respective fields. The prayer was over
and we hung the banner on the rear of our ride,
Nelson with loud slogans. Eric sir, Tomy sir and
Remya ma’am were our companions, who were
more than just teachers to us. For the first time
in his life, the dexterous chairman of our college,
Abhilash was overcome with fear of a coconut
out of its shell. “Will it break?” he pondered. Yes,
it did break!!And that too with a bang… Happiness overflowed and shouts of joy echoed. We
were all ready to fly… All our bulky bags were

shoved into the trunk and we started rolling with
screams that shook the nooks and corners of
Kuttikkanam. Silence overtook us for some time
as we left Kuttikkanam. But that some time remained in its place and the speakers burst out
the music of freedom. Till Theni, it was a blast
though some of us were planted to the seats refusing to do the freestyles with the vibrant souls.
We had our food which was parcelled by
Abhilash from his own hotel prepared under his
strict supervision. He couldn’t take chances. The
night faded away watching our nap. Wednesday,
10th of January broke in at 5.00 am for us when
the hustle and bustle of Bangalore woke us up.
Our destination was Deva Residency at Lalbagh.
Excitement paved the way in the first day of the
show. Without any considerable fuss, we got our
rooms with four of us in one. The rooms were
nicely laid out and had a very comfortable bed.
Unfortunately, there was no time for a good night
sleep. Our schedule was tight. Remya ma’am
could hardly lie because she forgot her toothbrush.After having a tasty breakfast, we set out
to our first destination, the ‘LalBagh’, a beautiful and vast garden cum park in the heart of the
city. We strolled through the streets of Bengaluru. The storm of vehicles endangered our lives
many times. The boys were busy guarding their
sisters.
The garden relaxed our moods with the green
trees, groomed plants and cute flowers enhancing the senses. The scent of the air filled our
hearts. Climbing the natural structure of rock
was fun.There was always a risk of stray dogs in
the park and two of them showcased their ferocity to one of our groups. Some of us turned
white with fear but Jobin was never afraid of his
friends. One of our mates was of the belief that
this was the park where the massacre of Indians,
in the period of colonial rule, took place. That
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this was the park where the massacre of Indians,
in the period of colonial rule, took place. That
is ‘JallianWalaBagh’, you genius!After about
one and a half hours, we met at the point of
departure as it was instructed earlier. The photo session took place succeeded by our journey
to a science exhibit museum. The errand to the
museum was one of the most memorable one.
From Harry’s blabbering to Eric sir’s sweet song,
our minds were blank. Remya ma’am rocked the
stage and Tomy sir fooled us.
The wonders of science fascinated us. The science museum was a wonderful experience. The
originals and decoys of different machines such
as army trucks, tanks and even massive engines
of fighter jets were on display. It was of the first
and second world wars! The tricks of science
were fascinating for us as our lives were restricted to accounting and managerial studies. The
mangoes and strawberries available outside
were mouth-watering and most of us savored
them with greed. The biriyani for the lunch was
just wow! It filled our tummies to the trachea.
Our next destination was the best of all. ‘The
Snow City of Bangalore’. We enjoyed it to the
core. The snowball fights, the melee attacks,
the trekking point and slides on the snow was
mind-blowing. For most of us, snow was a firsthand experience. Even Eric sir and Remyama’am
were ruthlessly attacked from the the shadows.
The last 10 minutes inside the snowing structure
was the disco time; dancing in the snow with
your mates! Some of them had a brain freeze
and the effects are seen till now; Emil, Mehfil andAkash M. S. for instance. After the mandatory
photo sessions and some hot tea it was the time
to squandersome bucks. The Garuda mall and
the commercial street were our target.
It was almost 11 O’ clock when we had a heavy
dinner from a restaurant of Kerala origin. With a
little energy, we headed back to our rooms for
the night. Thursday was the day we said adieu
to Bengaluru. At sharp 5 o’ clock Nelson welcomed us aboard. Unaware of the rush, Vishak
was still in the showers singing melodies. Eric sir
managed to drag him into the bus and off we
went to Belur for the much awaited water activities. When some of us fell asleep, some were
on the floor showing off their artistic talents on
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the faces of the sleepy. Ammu looked intimidating with a mustache. We travelled through the
roads between the barren lands of Karnataka
comforting ourselves with the dances and the
music. In between, the fresh sugarcane from a
vendor quenched our thirst. The journey continued. By noon, we reached Belur. The brightly
shining sun and the loneliness in Belur spoiled
our moods. The complaining had already started. Belur was a hamlet to the core with not even
tarred roads. It was not at all as we expected as
it would be. But my friends, looks are deceiving.
Belur made us enjoy each and every moment we
spent there.
The water rides were mind-bugling. The banana
boat ride and bumper boat ride gave a hangover
for a day. An attempt to murder took place in the
waters of Belur. Merin panicked and grabbed
onto to Abhijith that she almost drowned him.
The waters proved that most of the tough looking souls were actually namby –pamby. Jebha,
who was afraid at first to try a ride, was later joyous that she did not miss it. We swam in the lake,
played and were filled. The evening in that place
was astonishing. We experienced the wonders
of nature before our eyes. It was a spectacle; a
feast to the eyes. The sun kissed the lake. The
aura of fresh air spread around with the gentle
touch of breeze. It was an evening to remember. The mandatory photo session was conducted and this time, we gathered on the top of our
ride, girls and boys alike. Nelson looked like a
bride ready for the ceremony. It was adorned
with lights even on the windshield wipers.
We had our food in Chikmangalur and
to party state we slipped. “Hey Goa, we are on
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eyes as we travelled to our stay in the Maizon’s
Lakeview resort which was next to Calangute and
Baga beach. Yeah! It had a swimming pool.Jerrin
changed his trousers behind a shrub in pure daylight just to drink chlorine water. Ecstasy dawned
on us when Jomonchettandrifted (almost) Nelson. The streets were engulfed in liquor shops
and many were tempted and beyond that..Our
day was well spent till midnight inthe beaches
and streets of Goa.Baga beach was a long one.
The ambience was just wow. The waves played
with us till dusk. We were all scattered and busy
with the sights and sands.At night the beach was
well lit. Candle light dinners and DJs were active! It was all a dizzy dream. We nailed it on our
way back to the resort. Even the Goans couldn’t
bear our screams and steps.
The next day after having a dive in the swimming pool we headed to South Goa (Old Goa).
The route was beautiful. South Goa and North
Goa are separated by a series of bridges across
the lakes. The routine freestyle and the jokes
of Tomy sir kept us alive. Old Goa boasted of
the Old Goa church. The St. Francis church was
huge. A giant mesmerizing structures that etches in our minds. Evening passed with game of
‘antakshari’. Tomy sir was a cheetah in the game.
It was like he knew almost all the songs published
in Malayalam movies. Or did he make things up?
The fourth day of our tour was to be concluded
with a candle-lit dinner on the banks of an unknown river. But most of our stomachs were up-

set with us and refused to smoothly co-operate
with us. The candle-lit dinner happened without
any life. We were
all off to sleep
and sleep and
sleep. The fifth
day happened
en route Kuttikkanam. We were
all dead tired.
The scorching
heats of the
sun barbequed
us in the bus.
Sara’s dad’s big
heart
solaced
us. He brought
us more than
enough soft drinks and confections. It was relief!
The last few hours on the bus were intense ones.
Vishnu fired us up and we did our tug of war
styles and our freestyles with all that we had for
one last time… The tour had come to an end…
After all, “nothing lasts forever no matter how it
feels today”. Responsibilities pull us away from
the lap of togetherness and all we have is memories to sit back and cherish. After a while distance may separate us yet I wish that our paths,
at least for once, cross, so that we can be who
we are in this pageant of life. Let’s get away once
again.

Here there’s nothing between

you & nature

A Complete Luxury Hill Resort

Kuttikkanam

Near Thekkady, Kerala

Corporate Office
47/1864 C-1, 1st Floor
Near St. Antony’s Church,
Vaduthala P.O., Cochin - 682 023, Kerala, India.
Tel: +91 484 2436705/06, Mob: 09388623923
E-mail: mail@thrisanguhaven.com
www. www.thrisanguhaven.com

37

MARIAN COLLEGE KUTTIKKANAM

Role of a Teacher in moulding a Student
Ammu Sara Abraham
III. B.Com B

I

f students are said to be “The future of Nation”, then the teachers are those who can
be referred as “Future Builder of the Nation”.
They build the future citizens of the country. Education is one of the ultimate and most respectable services provided by teachers. Teachers are
the main pillars of a sound and progressive society. They bear the weight and responsibility of
teaching, and apart from parents, are the main
source of knowledge and values for children.
For any student, education and character are
the basic foundations and it is laid by teachers
as wells as parents. They tend to instil values,
attitudes and behaviours in children right from

childhood. In this context of Character Building,
there is a well-known saying “when wealth is lost,
nothing is lost, when health is lost, something is
lost, but when the character is lost, everything is
lost”. Character is what Person is from inside, his
true self. On the other hand, “it is an interlocked
set of personal values and the dream of possessing a good character start with a teacher who
believes in his students, who tugs and pushes
and leads to the next plateau sometimes poking
with a sharp stick to mould the values inside us.
A teacher affects eternity, he never tells where
his influence stops. Teachers are the beacon of
life. They are our friend, philosopher and guide.
They hold the highest regard for students after
their parents.
If wrongly influenced, the students turn out to
have mob mentality but on the other hand, good
teachers bring out the best in students. They
help them to choose their profession and become successful in life. The most monotonous/
serious subjects can be made interesting by
inspired and dedicated teachers. Often textbooks and curriculums become outdated.
However, an inspired teacher can overcome
these issues by keeping themselves updated with new concepts, teaching methodologies and technical breakthrough.
Students carry on the torch light
by their teachers and they will
leave behind their footsteps,
for others to flow. Thus it
has been rightly said that
“Children are the future of
any country” and teacher
is the “future builders of
the nation”.
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Zephyr’s Beloved
Lakshmi G Reghunath
III BACE

N

estled amidst the lofty peaks of the
Western Ghats, snugly hidden away
inside the wet layers of fog and mist
lies the land of beautiful lush green tea plantations adorned with the silver rivulets of seasonal
streams – Peermade. Intricately woven into the
colonial chapter of the state, it is also known as
the Plantation town of Kerala. The very air here
carries the scent of tea and coffee along with the
unmistakable musk of leather bound books reminiscent of the town’s Colonial and Missionary
past. Buildings, over a century old with French
doors and windows in white stand against the
backdrop of the lush green carpet of tea bushes. Churches, old as the place itself, stand proud
and tall as their graveyards sing tales of men
dead and buried in lands stranger to their own.
The fog, winding, and curling around the hills
of Pallikkunnu and Kuttikkanam melt against the

howling wind that carries the scent of pine needles. Peermade is the pride of Idukki.
Peermade, as it is today, during the 1100s, was
ruled by the Chera Empire. In the 16th Century,
the hills came under the rule of Changanassery
Kings but later the King of Travancore conquered
Changanassery and the area was brought under
his supremacy. Despite the many transfers of
ownership, Peermade, Kuttikkanam, Pallikkunnu
and the surrounding areas lay largely outside of
reach. It was to these empty hills overlooking the
Mundakkayam valley with a scarce population of
tribes, Henry Baker came. Hailing from a family
who had set roots in India through educational
reformist operations and planting industry, Henry Baker Jr was an Englishman born and brought
up in India and a CMS missionary. Peermade
was then Pir-made, a name is derived from the
Muslim hermit whose remains are buried on a

39

MARIAN COLLEGE KUTTIKKANAM

a hill overlooking ‘Peruvanthanam’, a forest
where he arrived.
Henry Baker Jr was a tall athletic man with a
great interest in wildlife and in much colonial
fashion was attracted to the hills and the tribal
population of the hills which consisted of MalaArayans, Mannans, and Uralis. Though the land
was still under the Travancore Government, Baker found little difficulty in obtaining it for his missionary purposes. Soon after, he was followed by
his brothers and cousins who cleared the woodlands and started coffee cultivation of their own,
the most prominent of whom was John Daniel
Munro who was responsible for the present day
tea plantations Glenrock Estate, Bison Valley Estate and Ashley Estate and the opening of Cardamom Hills.
By the late 1800s, however, the coffee plantations were struck by disease and most of the Englishmen were forced to leave their plantation.
Some like J D Munro persisted and turned to the
forest produce as the main source of revenue. By
this time roads were developed both in and out
of Peermade which made the hills traversable
through bullock carts. The Englishmen found
cheap labor amidst the tribal settlements in the
hills for their plantations as well as other purposes. Tamil traders who came across the valleys of
the present day Kumily also proved to be useful
in this aspect.
By the end of the 19th century coffee in the
Peermade hills were largely replaced by tea and
soon the hills became completely motorable and
connected to Mundakayam valley as waves of
settlers came back to the hills to try their hands
at tea cultivation. The 20th Century was truly
the developmental period of Peermade hills as
the arrival of the many Englishmen brought on
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the benefits of English medicine and the novelty that was motor transport. In the course of
years till independence, the hills survived many
an epidemic chiefly the flood of 1924 and a Malaria outbreak. The hills were soon handed down
to native planters, the most prominent of whom
were the family of Kallivayelil who acquired close
to 7000 acres of land in the hills most of which
were later transferred into the hands of the local
population.
Peermade is a land of true scenic beauty. Decembers, Januarys and Februarys wrap the small
barren hills of Kuttikanam, Parunthumpara, and
Pallikunnu in curling fog. Mornings find the cascades of green, the many layers of tea dew-laden, kissed by the mist. June and July are the
months of fine drizzle, the kind that quite doesn’t
wet you as it caresses your face. Occasionally,
the sky comes down hard, thunder rumbling in
the open horizon and fat drops of rain quickly
translating into seasonal rivulets in between the
hills of tea bushes. Waterfalls, large and small
trickle down into the zig-zag roads every rainy
season. The hills have scattered patches of pine
forests which make the strong winds howl. A hike
up the Parunthumpara peak is exhilarating on a
windy day. The century-old CSI church at Pallikunnu looks particularly riveting in the days of
April when the lilies bloom in the graveyard. The
sweet musk of wet moss and pine needles seeps
into the morning breeze. Today, the hills are a haven those who seek a moment of reprieve from
their monotonous lives. Tourists from around the
world visit the hills, some in search of a lost past,
others in search of fresh air and weekend of escape. And Peermade remains as welcoming as
ever, as it had been for centuries.
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Children of Mine
Allen George Podipara
Asst.Professor ( Englsih Department)

A
I see them, a big bunch
Fifty or so of poor souls
Sucking Up the lecture loud
Not knowing what it is
Give them a minute break
To see the voracious tigers
Come they forward, opening their
Mouths to speak at large
One class they might be,but
Belong they to different groups
I see isolation at some place
And large groups at other places
Shhh…!! I make the hissing noise
Alas! They are into their world
Some talks bordering on the group
While others go on chanting like hymns.

book while giving out his oration!
The tummy filled guy yawns
Signaling the arrival of the sleep

I see them, but they don’t
But out of the corner of the eyes
They silently stalk me, to know
When I may pounce upon them

I see the girls, biting others ears out
May be gossiping about anything under the sun
And I see a good friend holding his
Friends hand to use it as a pillow!!

It’s a beauty to see them talk
Some using great theatrics, when
Some goes for silent talk and some
Tries to get a piece of sleep they can

They are different colors, faces..
But they all look alike.
Students they are of mine
Children they are of mine.

Ah!! I see one guy hiding
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Pack of Idiots

W

Sara Bose
III B.Com B

hen the clock struck 9, Mehfi was still
planning for a powernap showing no interest for the day. All of a sudden Thampi
showed up being a pest to his 5 minitue nap. After
their morning routine rituals Kannu and Bachu started
searching for their bags.
Mehfi and Thampi rushed to the scene saying “Eda
vaaaada class thudangi”.Least bothering about his
bag Kannu grabbed his red shoes. Meanwhile Bachu not able to find his own bag caught hold of Kili’s
bag…..
Back from the church gossiping Achu, Elsu and Christy entered the room blabbering .Girls next door were
still under their blankets .Hearing the mess bell ring
Shintumma woke up screaming “Sara,Angela,Brisha
ezhunette…….foood kitathillaa, 8 mani aayi…”
Athira is already infront of the mirror trying out different braids on her hair. Maria and Judi were busy with
their morning choreo session chucking the classes to
be attended. Ashly and Krupa was already dressed
up for the day and was waiting for the others.
With pucham overloaded, Puchu entered the class
saying “Makkale daddy ethy….”
Three from the good girls gang Anisha, Anjana and
Akshara has already finished copying homework from
Sruthy.
When the first bell rang, Eric sir entered the class
in his formals with a fake tough look which only
lasted for a few minutes. “Roll no 1...” He started,
“2,3,4,5……”chattering chattering chattering. A sudden silence.
Pani paali! #EricThomasJoseh #kalipmodeon…. “Pilleraa venda venda enu vakkumbo ningalkoke ahan-
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gaaram..”After screaming he left to the corner frustrated and soon got transformed to a cute little boy.
Two years back the same bunch of people walked
in unknown. The journey from the anonymity to this
beautiful mess was jingalala. Breaking the ice was not
too difficult for us. “First year onam, ragging session
by Alen sir,mass bunk in the language class, budding
love stories, Mathew sir’s terror sessions, flop oppana, Little Hearts, thattukada, college day, arts day,
suspension, walk and talk, farewell, best class,20 minutes break, canteen, silly fights, GOA….”few among
the lot.Back in the class chairman rarely got chances to attend the classes. There comes Sruthi chechy
wanting for the chairman and he sneaks out from the
class with a wide smile on his face.
These three years were filled with memories. Class
was always a happy place for each one of us. Everyone loved,laughed,cried and shared together.
Dressing up for the first year onam celebration till
draping their sarees for the final year graduation, girls
didn’t realize that they were busy creating memories.
Ammu always made sure that she caught hold of every girl in the class and took them out for a lunch
once in a while. Girls day out was always fun.Ammu
is the real pillar of our class. She She was a girl who
had a tinge of fire in her soul but still managed to
focus her eyes straight on her textbooks. She loved
‘CAMIYOS’ to the fullest. None among us was willing
to share this gem with other classes.
Aneena, Eliswa, Sneha and Liya will never keep their
mouth shut even after getting a hundred dozens of
scolding from the teachers. Eric sir himself has got
many failed attempts to make them quiet.
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Merin would come to class with a lot of make up in her
face giving an explanation that she recently bought
them. At no cost she will remove it from her face. She
was the little ‘mandi’ among us. No one could match
her pottatharams. Somehow Ashna and Gopika was
bearing with this girl.We would see Ashna and Gopika stalking guys all the time. Right now sitting in the
class we could find Meenu and Swathy irritating each
other and fighting.No one has any idea why they are
irritating each other.
Christo,Elvin,Thomas and Albertino always live the
moment. very cool!They are always ready for anything.These boys never fail to enjoy every weekends.
Anand is the guy who is living his dreams exploring
places and going wild.He enjoys solo rides.Nature is
his paradise.Idicula is the perfect gentlemen of the
class.A combination of intelligence,wildness,maturity and craziness.No one can deny the fact that he
looks like Obama and he accepts it with pleasure. We
can never forget his farewell speech.Jerrin and Joel
D were happily enjoying their singlehood life partying but all of a sudden Jerrin ditched him and transformed himself into a ‘kalla kamukan’.Its a constant
entertainment for the class when Jerrin’s and Joel’s
fingers hit against their desk.They are pro drummers.
The ‘dhak’ ‘dhak’ ‘dhak’ rhythm of his bullet is the
essence of Essa’s life.He finds happiness in his own
world.He is a wonderful photographer.Shibu is the
man,the kozhi,the thadiyan. The perfect combo for
every girl to go shopping with.when we go for shopping with him,he walks by our side,hold our bags and
show us the products which we failed to notice.He is
the cutest among us. His love for Mia Khalifa is never
ending.Every morning Jebha comes to class wishing
everyone “Good morning Chellakutty…Sughamano..”Bichu and Elvin enjoys their life within the football pitch. Every girl fall for their football skills.The
little hair knot that Elvin ties on his hair is the apple
to the pie.Harry spend most of his time doing workouts and checking out girls,Nothing comes above
workout and chicks for him.But he is the soul who is
striving to remain single until he finds his ‘Cindrella’.
When its 12 at midnight Akash Sagar would come
up on group chat wishing the bday babies.He always
remember everyone’s bday and try to make it special. Aravind and Akash Philip will make use of every

chance to irritate each other.Every one loves to run
their hands through Aravind’s messy hair and on the
other hand Mr.Philip seeks attention from girls using
his charming voice.Everyone wish for a hug from Anson.He is a cute teddy bear of our class.
Nivin’s contact is flooded with girls.Whenever he
goes he has one or the other person waving at him,
‘Hey Nivin’. Even though life gives him a lot of challenges and worries he is a guy who faces it with courage. He simply chucks all the complication which he
himself create in his life.
Joyal:“Eda nee aah first yearile fair girl commited
ano ennu chodicho?nja paranja alle.”
Angela:“illeda”
Joyal:“chodichille?..nja innale paranja alle..Irresponsible idiot”.
There goes korangan joyal disappointed.
Abhijith has his tough look which makes his friends
call him“Mundakayam Don”.Brisha’s and shintumma’s main hobby is irritating and playing around with
this don.Vishak plays the role of ‘moopan’ of our
class.He is a member of the good boys club.
Everyone admires the Angamalikaran in Jobin.His
voice is one of the main source of entertainment for
our class.
The most silent person in this class is Anto.He is a person with a lot of hidden talents and these three years
has given him a lot of opportunities.Eventhough
Shawn is very silent in the class, he does every duties
assigned to him responsibily.
No one can ever win an argument with Mahin,he is a
born debaitor.
Now comes the rocket boy –Dennis. Everyone calls
out “Dennis Dennis..”during the class hours for no
reason.
The nasrani achayan,with an apt name-Pappy.He is a
happy person spreading happiness everywhere. This
boy is never found sad or disappointed on anything
and he sings the most beautiful “koi mil gaya…”
With that ends the family. This is just a glimpse of the
crazy three years we had. No one thought that this
could get this wild. Now we are parting our ways to
this vast world. But deep down we’ll always be united in the name of ‘CAMIYOS’……
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Poverty
Merlin Thankam Mathew
III BACE

The night engulfed the life
And remained silent as always.
Enveloping the crude realities of life
Which in the daylight,
Stood out stark and bright.
In a corner with empty stomach
Sat……………..
The mother and her child
Having the least to call their own,
And barely anything to cover their
Body which isn’t loneliness or betrayal.
Never felt to end their life….
In the cold night, the two
Sat in a tight embrace,
Hand in hand
Shivered and shivered,
But no hands of hope came
To them,
Controlled his hunger pangs
Trying not to cause his mother, anxiety
But the physical state
Gave in betraying his capacity…..
One more life…
The mother in tears, with her
Beloved son…
Who in spite of his yielding sacrifice
As compared to the corrupted and selfish
Flourishing society….
Still, there are no hands,
Emptied stomach remains.
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Rough
Diamonds
Joicy George
II BACE

I

t is true; everyone’s just protecting their interests. But I have to admit that when I see kids in
torn dirty rags, untidy hair, and bruised skin on
the streets begging for money and I sometimes react insensitively. It takes a few seconds to reach out
and help but even as I lend a helping hand. Often
my mind instantly criminalizes them and links them
to drugs, vandalism and even prostitution.
Take a moment to look through their sad empty
eyes because they may be victims of abuse, constant hunger and may have been living in fear their
entire lives. These thoughts sometimes prick my
system and I lift my hands absentmindedly to place
a few rupees into their palm through my windshield
but alas, my attachment to their lives suddenly halts
when the automobile starts to move and I instantly
forget everything. Pardon my lack of empathy, but
I realize this opinion of mine is objectively shared.
To write is to give a voice and put into perspective my doubts, especially my faults and to accept
them. But at times, instances like this, makes me
see myself and the people I care about in their
position and it is terrifying. I can never imagine a
stage of instability where I am without a family or a
home and that’s the least of the problems we need
to worry about if we were on the streets. There is,
therefore, a need to reconsider the person I have
been, probably most of us too. Walk with me on

this then.
Our affection overflows only to the rich folks and
the poor is none of anyone’s business. Luxury for
these living and breathing creatures on the street
is not education or medicine but a single meal or
clean water and even warm clothes and here we
are selfishly stubborn wasting away the above
mentioned with absolutely no care in the world.
The pang of hunger on the streets is a laud wail
and it is inhuman pretending not to hear or see
them. These kids on the street have had the worst
life imaginable and what we see as “insanity” is
because they were deeply rooted in poverty. They
may look dirty or maybe irritatingly knocking on
our window and intruding our personal space. Remember, some of them could have been brilliant
human beings if only they had been given the resources we were given. But hopefully, we can do
something that could first get them off the streets.
It is a personal choice on what we decide to do. But
I hope after reading this not one of those kids will
go without any aid in the future. I’m no judge and
I can never weigh the donations people make as
they help. But, I can guarantee you this; whatever
you lend offer it with an unprejudiced heart and a
warming smile. Then the streets will stop being a
harsh reminder of the heartless but of every kind
soul on this planet earth.
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Today is Great
Anita Jose
III BACE

Yesterday has already gone
Tomorrow is yet to be born
Here is today, pulsating
Exciting and enchanting
Live up today it is our own
Who is sure of the next dawn?
Why strive hard in vain?
Ever to resolve pleasure and pain
Why make too much strain?
Only to earn worldly gain
Break the links of golden chain
Bring the end of resource drain
What is there in name and fame?
Keep away from worldly game
Strech beyond the subtle fame
Feel that we are one and same
Live to bring glory to his name
Forget not this noble aim.
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Epitome of Excellence
S Ananth III BA Eco
Joicy George II BACE
Albert Antony III BACE
Sunu Rose Joseph ( Asst.Prof Department of English )

O

n 23rd January, a team from Marian College had the privilege of interviewing
the district collector of Alappuzha T.V
Anupama. We’ve all seen her on the news. It began with her achievements in academics securing
the 3rd rank in Higher Secondary Examination in
2004 to the time when she was the 4th rank holder in the Civil Service Examination, in 2010. And
now she continues to shine through actions that
showcase her strength of character in the administration of various policies in her district.
The ride to Alappuzha doesn’t feel exhausting
even for a moment. The lush green paddy fields,
the floating houseboats, and the cool breeze
beckon you to explore its rich culture and history.
20th-century Viceroy of India, Lord Curzon exactly sums up the spirit of the place in his words, “
Here nature has spent up on the land her richest
bounties. Alleppey, the Venice of the East.”
After reaching the Collectorate, we were led to
the office of the collector, from where we witnessed the busy schedule of the district Collector
of Alappuzha. We watched as people went in and

out of the Collector’s cabin. It took a while for us
to be ushered into the cabin and the smile that
greeted us from behind the desk was surprisingly
bright for a person who has had a tiring schedule from the morning. T. V Anupama IAS, with her
kind eyes and sweet smile, has always been an
enigma to everyone who has met her and she continues to be so in her relatively new office as the
District Collector of Alappuzha.
My team, who was admittedly a bit star-struck had
no qualms in asking questions, which the Collector answered with utmost patience. We began by
asking her how she felt about holding the office
of the District Collector for the first time. “ Every
day is a challenge” she began. She is usually given varying issues from different subjects to make
decisions on which individually would take a lot of
time to comprehend, however, she would only be
given a few hours to arrive at a decision. Therefore, a deep understanding of a number of areas
of knowledge is required. But the position has an
advantage, the power to implement policies or
make decisions that you know is pertinent.”
We asked her about the challenges it took to
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becoming a tenacious Food and Safety Commissioner
of Kerala and adjusting to a new role of becoming the
district Collector. “Every job has had its challenges specifically being the Food Commissioner as it focused on
a subject and decisions had to make only in particular
to it. But being a collector wasn’t hard to adjust it was
a harder job to do. But slowly we would get a pace of
everything and we do not waste any time, we act.” Her
answer carries every bit of her determination.Another
quality we saw in her was her motivation to excel and
we asked her on how she dealt with people and circumstances that demotivated her. “From a young age,
I taught myself to be a positive person.” Her smile is
bright when she replies.” Every job, especially like mine,
had its days when many were doubtful of the ideas I
had. Some would let me take the risks but most peo-

ala”, which was to be launched on February 18th. She
informed that this project aims to serve lunch and dinner to 250 destitute. An exemplary work by all means.

ple ask me to back down. But this job needs faithful
administrators, who would not let the people feel hopeless and when thinking of the huge responsibility on my
shoulders, I feel like it is now or never. As every opportunity is a chance to prove to ourselves that we are better
than we think as well. But that is not entirely it; we need
the motivation from our family too.”

as she answered,” Well, there is a difference between
a job and a career. You may work in a company for ten
years and still, it might just be a job for you. Career, on
the other hand, is something that makes you happy and
feels fulfilment. Taking up Civil Service because of the
power and status is a wrong approach and the happiness that comes with it will be short term. Choose that
which makes you perform to your maximum potential. It
will be hard to like the job even more if don’t like what
you learn. Therefore, contemplate before you choose
your career.”

Multiple raids against dealers, the findings of adulterated food with high levels of pesticide leading to shutting
down of well-known brands while being the Food and
Safety Commissioner and right now, the woman who
had hardcore evidence on the fraudulent activities of a
corrupt minister and that later toppled his secure seat.
Her accomplishments in her offices are many and despite the challenges, she manages it with great poise
and dignity. How? We asked her the same and she answered, “There isn’t a whole lot of time to worry about
the risks involved and it’s also myth that every decision
a collector makes is going to be successful. Sometimes
we may not accomplish entirely what we had in mind.
But, we must also see that what we have achieved, motivates us to continue working for the people. Every Indian citizen should also remember that there is no need to
fear when we stand within the law. I am least bothered
about the impact of my decisions on my career.

Our questions then turned to the UPSC exam. There is
a preconception that Civil Service is only for an elite or
upper middle class. Is it possible for everyone who has
a passion for it to achieve the same without attending
coaching classes? “ It is a misconception” her answer
is firm. “Attending classes only saves time. And there is
also so little coaching could do for us in the entire process. What matters is our willingness to commit to understanding the concepts well then, we will be able to
perform well in the preliminary, mains and interview.”It
was time for us to leave and we asked for a final word
of advice to the students of Marian College. She smiled

Truly this is a civil servant that would make any Indian
proud. At such a young age she has been able to do
so much. Her future plans for the district Alappuzha is
to develop the tourist spots into better capacity and to
restore Allepey’s to its former glory. The depth of her
passion for everything she does is inspiring. Her ability
to be empathetic and tough is admired by the people
who know her. Surely a great leader to watch out for.

We asked her about the project conceived by Alappuzha District Administration known as “Hunger Free Ker-
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Stolen from his diary.
Neha Nancy Saju
I B. Com A
21st June 2027
Wednesday
9:42 pm

D

ear diary,
The piercing sound of the alarm clock
brought me back from the dead sleep.
I started to wriggle and stretch within my cosy
warm heaven that is my bed. I rolled out and
stood up and stretched in the direction of the
sun just shining its warm golden light over the
mountain. The entire meadow was glowing under its morning warmth and the dew was still
plainly visible on the blades of grasses nearby.
As parts of my body were gradually turning on, I
realized today was my trip to my home country. I
leaned over the bulky black clock, I was already
10 minutes late. Like any other man, I looked
forward to a warm shower, some good food and
of course, my wife.
Unlocking the door, I made my way through the
room, picking up my phone just to see the score
of the football match on which I had placed a
bet at work and was glad to see I would be winning a few hundred dollars. I heard the tap running inside the kitchen and peeked in to turn it
off. Our kitchen looked bit messy but a glance
on our dining table was a nice treat for my eyes
and it was the same for my empty stomach. As I
pulled the chair out to have a seat, I heard a very
sweet and familiar cry from the next room. It was
none other than my son, Adam, who turned 3
months old last Sunday.
As I rushed towards him I heard his cry gradually turning to a laughter and then to silence and
the very smell of the breast milk made it clear to
me that she has already wrapped him with the
perfect motherly love. I stepped inside, there

she was wrapped in a white
rob and
I guess she had just taken a
shower
since her hair was still wet,
tied up
neatly into a bun. Having
a glance
at my son who is starring at his
father with his round
eyes while
enjoying the warmth
of his mother and taking a deep breath I walked over
to her, pretty sure that she would have heard me
getting in. My thoughts were proven when I sat
next to her and planted a small kiss on the elegant curve of her neck. Her lips curved to a smile
which made my day. Living with each other for
years I knew exactly what she liked.
Since I had to catch my flight within the next
2 hours, I merely had any time to spare with
them. So I leaned over to Adam to plant my
best fatherly kiss on his forehead but the firm
hold that he made with his tiny fingers on my
collar couldn’t let me take a leave off as fast as I
thought. Since my lady has arranged my entire
luggage last night itself, I didn’t have to worry
much about it and I could be with my Adam till
he closed his eyes for his next nap.
As I entered my room I saw my lady passionately working for me so that I don’t get late to
report the airport and setting everything that
makes my journey easy. Right at 10:00 am our
driver Mr.Shukla was ready with the car to take
me to the airport. He himself took and placed
all my luggage in the trunk. As I stepped out
of the house, I just gave a look at her, my wife.
I noticed her chubby cheeks turning from pink
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to red as her eyes getting filled with water. She
came close to me, I hugged her tight, felt that
she was shattered and crushed inside. But planting my best kiss on her forehead was all that I
could do. I then rushed into the car and didn’t
have the guts to give her a face since it was the
first time in my life I chose to be away from her.
Even the slightest thoughts about her would
send me away to daydream. Now, even while
am relaying myself in my very comforting A5
seat in the British Airways on my journey to my
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home country to meet my mother, the person
with whom my identity rests solely and firmly…I
miss my better-half. Her long black hair, a fair and
cute face, coupled with the most gracious figure
a girl would have on this earth, it was safe to say
I am a lucky man. Her slender legs carried her to
a height of 5’4, less than my own 5’8...my best
friend. My soul mate. my second mother. Best
mother to my Adam. My wife! I hope she and
Adam are having a good and safe sleep. Now I
think it’s time for me to join them even though I
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A Day with Keepers of the
Past
Joicy George II BACE
Honey Sara Aby II BACE
Lakshmi G Reghunath III BACE
Nishy Elizabeth Ninan I B.Com C
Arjun Padmakumar Asst.Professor MCMS

M

r. Michael Kallivayalil (Appachan) and
Mrs Mariama Michael of Kuruvinakun-nel are the riveting couple of the
small town of Kuttikanam and members of a glorious past as well as that of the dynamic present of the place. A team from Marian College
had an op-portunity to interview the couple who
had lived in this land of fog and mist almost all
their lives and listen to them as they reminisce
the past . Kuttikkanam, what is so special about
the place ? Appachan smiles pleasantly and
begins by ac-quainting us with a bit of history.
‘In the 16th century the territory was under the
rule of Chan-ganacherry kings and was uninhabited and the place was very thick with forests.

In 1756, the King of Travancore conquered the
land and brought the place under his supremacy. A Church Mission Society missionary, Henry
Bak-er, started coffee plantations, and under the
regency of Sri Moolam Thirunal Maharajah of
Travancore, these became tea plantations. And
because of the beautiful climate and the widespread plantation adding serenity to the place,
a summer palace for then kings was located
here now known as “Ammachi Kottaram”; Kuttikka-nam became a well-known place from then
on-wards’.You mentioned climate, what was it
like during the times when the Kings were here?
It is the lady of the house, Mrs. Mariama who answers the question. “To be honest, it is nothing
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like what we see today’ she says. ‘Even 50 years
ago the climate was extremely cold and wet and
there was constant drizzle all the time. The wind
was harsh and there was thick fog every day.
There wasn’t so much of the Sun here and people would stay inside of their homes after 5 pm
because it got dark very soon. They were even
afraid to be out on the streets because of the
strong winds and rain and this was the weather
every single day”. She also adds that the though
the climates have became more tolerable over
the years, it’s not all a pleasant change.
‘Well, times have changed. The people have cut
trees and made roads, The constant development would instil changes in the weather. But,
I had never thought that such a drastic change
would happen, looking back at the past 5 years.
The rains have decreased and water scarcity affects us. Even the sun has been blazing during
the winter months.’
The place is swarming with tourists though...
‘When my father, K.C. Abraham bought the land
in 1926 we astound by the potential of the land
and its history. After the roads developed, tourists started coming here for a few relaxing days.
There is so much to see in the vicinity. The pine
forests, tea plantations, Paruthumpara, Thekkady, Periyar, Pothumedu, The Misty Mountain
Resort are a few places around.You can even
get to local tribal settlements, enjoy sunrise and
sunsets from Thrishanku hill and even visit the
neighbouring Peeru hills in Peerumedu. There
are spots for cycling, trekking, horse riding and
even golf. Everyone should come here and feel
the love of the people in Kuttikanam at least
once in their lifetime. “
Your house is beautiful...
Mariama smiles in gratitude. “Thank you, the
area around the house is over a century old and
is known as Glenrock Estate Bungalow. It was
built over 90 years ago as the summer home of
Her Highness Sethu Lakshmi Bai, the erstwhile
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Regent Maharani of the Travancore Royal Family; the Regent House named it Indira Mandiram
(mansion of Lord Indira) in 1926. Locally known
as “Ammachi Kottaram”, the mansion is a curious mix of Kerala and Colonial style of architecture. Some parts of the house retain the traditional flooring and the detailed woodwork. The
verandahs of this once royal residence, overlook
the scenic views of the Western Ghats. After 15
years at Kootickal and Pullupara, I was fortunate
enough to buy this house in 1958 and we have
lived here ever since.” Her husband takes a
deep breath and says “This is home ...”
What is your earliest memory of Marian College?
It is Appachan who answers. “The college was
among the great visions of His Excellencies, Mar
Mathew Vattakuzhy (Bishop Emeritus of Kanjirappally) and Mar Mathew Arackal (Bishop of
Kanjirappally). We had gladly given our land
because we knew what a college at the heart
of Kuttikkanam could bring forth, and it has become much more than anyone anticipated and
we are overjoyed. Water for the college and the
hostel was taken from the check dams on our
land; it was later on the reservoir was built. Kuttikkanam is gaining prominence year after year
and I know that the lives of the people have improved because of this college.”
What of the Englishmen who lived here?
“Even after independence many of them had remained here. There were times when we knew
that we could not be considered equals because
of the unrest in the country during the freedom
struggle. Mrs Michael interrupts to add a story,
“Our son one day was suffering from high fever.
It was unusual for an Englishman to treat the Indians. But an English doctor being our friend,
asked me to loudly invite him for “an informal
tea” and he promised he would take that opportunity to examine our child in secret. But we
must remember that the people of Kuttikkanam
are indebted to many great men like Henry Baker and J.J.Murphy for their services to the local
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community. “Tell us about your family and your
background?“Our family is known as the Kandooraparampil Kalliveylil Family” Appachan says.
“My grandfa-ther was Chacko Kadooraparampil
and grandgrandmother Thresiamma) of Kuruvinakunnel.
My father, K. C. Abraham (Pappan) and mother, Mrs Ealiamma Tharappel were the ones who
paved the way for our interests in the planta-tion, education, tourism, philanthropy and
social work”.“Among my father’s many achievements, the greatest was providing land to small
farmers. He had acquired 7000 acres in Peruvanthanam (be-tween Mundakayam and Peermade)
and distrib-uted it among the landless on the
sharecropping basis. It was a historical moment.
He was known for his bravery and great capac-

ity for action. Though stern in demeanour, he
had tremendous compassion and a fne sense of
humour”. His expression is fond as he reminisces of his father.As a family, you have witnessed
many great events. As a man of great experience do you have anything you would like to
add to the stu-dents of Marian College?“Marian
College paved a way for thousands of students.
I’ve been here since the beginning and I know
that it wasn’t easy. Therefore noth-ing must go
in vain. Whatever you receive from here, share.
Nothing is truly ours in the world. When you realise an opportunity, grab it and do something
that makes a difference. Lastly, be grateful at
all times.”Marian College is indebted to our
beloved Kalli-vayalil Appachan and Ammachi.
Thank you for everything.
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#metoo
Joicy George
II BACE

S

he is a girl. This is her story.
This year has been empowering for her.
Because she had felt that she had a voice
too. She knows that every girl has a #metoo story and she isn’t ashamed of hers either. Have
you faced harassments verbally, physically or
emotionally and didn’t know how to react or report? Don’t worry because you’re not the only
one. Have you harassed anyone intentionally for
your guilty pleasures?
Well, your Time is up!
Everything was bitter and hopeless until #metoo came around. Women began to feel that
they were not alone on whatever they’ve been
through. Regardless of an age but prominently
starting from the mid-teens girls fear to “live”.
I challenge you to find me any girl who hasn’t
been through at least some form of harassment
in her life. Catcalling, staring, touching, pinching, groping, cyber bullying, intimidating
comments had actually been accepted as a “normal thing”. She
knows that if she had shared
the story people would
have either isolated her
or not believed her but,
it is different now.
Dear sister, time’s up
in silence.

ments it became a viral topic leading to the serious revelations of misconduct by famous men
in Hollywood like Harvey Weinstein, Kevin Spacey, Larry Nasser, Woody Allen, Matt Lauer etc.
The world was shocked to see women and men
ranging from the famous actresses to young
boys testifying their painful abuse stories to the
world.
Why was everyone surprised? Doesn’t this happen on a daily basis to most of us as well? A few
uncomfortable situations for women everyday
ranges from, sitting next to an unknown male in
a public transport or even getting into a stranger’s autorickshaw, being outside alone after 8 pm
be it for job or leisure, walking down the streets
in anything that isn’t Indian traditional attire and
every single time our guard is down in public is
an open door for constant staring to lewd remarks to even touching. Ringing any bells?
Nowadays social media and DM-ing
has become a predatory tool for
assault. We surely would know
at least one person who
has been blackmailed
or attacked through
Whatsapp, Facebook
or Instagram. But there
are many other cases
as well that goes noticed from the cases of marital rape to
young children both
voiceless parties. Parents are actually afraid
to send their children to
school. Not many know
that your mobile phone
camera and microphone is

Tarana Burke created
me too in 2006. But
it wasn’t until actress;
Alyssa Milano shared
#metoo as a tweet
on October 2017 that
this blew up. Millions of
men and women started
tweeting and within mo-
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compromised through hacking. Web browsers can actually track you even without cellular data connection. All these information
in the hands of the wrong people states one
thing that our personal privacy is also at risk.

campaign have started to come out. Global
citizens are pressing for stricter laws and policies. I understand that the men out there are
confused on how they can contribute a word
of reminder; this is your movement too. As
38% men account for between of victims of
sexual violence, the exact numbers vary so
Now, this is what being a victim to any of widely because men are often unwilling to
this feels like; It begins with shame, feeling report sexual assaults.
betrayed, violated and angry and the guilt Dear brother, it is your time as well...
makes it difficult to concentrate. There is a
loss of motivation and so much anxiety. Fall- This conversation was something that
ing asleep becomes a task to a point where should’ve happened decades ago and yet
it affects our overall health. There is a sense here we are still. Everyone has a story here. It
of powerlessness and loss of confidence and will be heard and justice will be served. The
a serious case of trust issues in any future ‘me too’movement is a firm reminder that
relationships. Finally, suicide attempts.
no one in power can take advantage anyDear victim, time’s up on waiting...
more. The movement does not stop here. It
took the victims this long now to stand up,
The all black Golden Globes, Oprah’s fiery now don’t ever think that they are going to
speech, white roses, Times Up campaign go without a fight. As Oprah Winfrey said,
and Women’s March was just ripple in the “A new day is on the horizon, taking us to a
ocean. Millions of stories under the #metoo time when nobody has to say me too again!”
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Mesmerizing
Murals
Sreedevi Narayanan
Assistant Professor, MCMS

L

ong, long ago, when our ancestors were nomads, they hunted for food, killed animals and
lived merrily. One day, one of them was glued to
the bright red colour of the blood of their prey. They
immersed their palm in blood and made impressions
on the walls of their cave those were the rest strokes
of mural art on earth. As years passed, man’s curiosity
grew, paving the way for innovations in mural art. He
coloured caves with the paste of leaves, fruits and
mud. Later, the same art found its way to the walls of
temples, palaces and churches.
The genesis of Indian art is mural style and theme.
The cave paintings in Ajanta and Ellora themselves
show the rich tradition of our mural art. The most
striking aspect of mural art in India is that it shows
emotions, expressions and feelings with accurate
lines. After Rajasthan, Kerala has the largest collection of archaeologically important mural sites. Mural
art in Kerala is connected with religious rituals, as it is
derived from the Dravidian art of kalamezhuthu which
is purely a temple art. The evolution of mural paintings in Kerala could be traced back to the 7th and 8th
century AD.
“Present-day mural artists are the real preservers of
Indian painting,” says M.G Sasibhooshan, famous
scholar in mural art. “We are fortunate to have a large
collection of mural paintings in our temples, churches
and palaces. Our Archaeological Department is also
actively engaged in the conservation process of the
art,” adds Sasibhooshan whose famous book “Murals Of Kerala” played a key role in rejuvenating this
decaying art.
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The murals in Thirunandhikara now in Kanyakumari
district - and Thiruvanchikulam, dating back to the
period between 9th and 12th century AD, are reckoned as the earliest specimens of Kerala murals. Rock
paintings that are older than these can be found in
the Anjanad valley in Idukki district. However, they
are not considered as murals.
Vadakkunnatha temple in Thrissur, Thodikkalam temple in Kannur, Guruvayoor temple, Pundareekapuram
and Ettumanoor Shiva temple showcase some of the
masterpieces of Kerala mural art. The themes of these
murals are mainly Ramayana and Mahabharatha. The
stylised pictures of gods and goddesses are drawn in
tune with the verses in the book Dhyana sloka.
“Old murals on temple walls would certainly make
you stand amazed. These kinds of results could only
be achieved by months-long hard work by the artist,”
says Preetha who was honoured with the best mural
artist award by the Artist Society of Malabar in 2000,
about the elaborate portrayal of murals in Thodikkalam Shiva temple.
The basic five colours used in the mural art are black
(charcoal), green (leaves), yellow (stone), red (stone),
and white (quicklime). These colours are used in their
brighter as well as lighter shades. Other colours are a
mere mixture of these. Wide open round eyes, thick
elongated painted lips, exaggerated eyebrows, dramatic body postures and over ornamentation are typical of the Kerala mural painting.
The Shivasayana mural at the Mirador Shiva Temple
in Nilamboor is considered the largest mural in Kerala; but as it was repainted, Gajendra Moksha in the

56

Krishnapuram Palace near Kayamkulam in Alappuzha

rals, executed in the best traditions of Hindu temple

district is considered the largest original mural in Kerala.
Gajendra Moksha depicts a story in the Bhagavata.

art, which are religious, decorative and stylised. Now
the Palace is converted into a magnificent art gallery
housing some of the nest works of murals.

King Indrayumna, a great devotee of Lord Vishnu, is
reborn as an elephant. He is caught by a crocodile

The mural art museum in Thrissur offers a glance to
the nest wall paintings found in temples, palaces and

while stepping into a lake to drink some water. Out
of agony, he cries for help, calling out Lord Vishnu,
offering a lotus bud plucked from the lake to him.

churches of the State. The museum was started as
Sree Moolam Chithrasala (Picture Gallery) in 1938 under the auspices of the Government of Cochin. The

Hearing his entreaties, Lord Vishnu appears and kills
the crocodile with his weapon Sudharshana chakra.

collection of pictures in the gallery was the result of
years’ hard work in making exact copies of a selec-

The story, beautifully portrayed on the wall, still inspires awe in the minds of art lovers.
Some of the centuries-old churches in Kerala have

tion of old mural paintings found in the Mattancherry
Palace and certain temples in the erstwhile Cochin
State. The copying work was done with the utmost

gorgeous murals on their walls. Most of these are

fidelity and skill by TR Madhava Warrior, VS Unni Nair

done in Kerala style. There are the famous altar and
Madhbaha decorations in churches at Ollur (Thrissur), Kanjur (Angamally), Cheriyapalli (Kottayam) and
Cheppad.
Kanjoor church, situated on the banks of the river Periyar, breathes history and heritage in its every
nook and cranny. The fabulous collection of the ancient paintings which adorn the sanctum of the church
have used a combination of fruit pulp, leaves and
gold dust. The unique paintings on the main altar exhibit the Blessed Virgin Mother, the Annunciation, the
Visitation, the Nativity and the presentation of Lord in
the temple. The side walls contain the paintings on
the offering of Lord Abraham, Noah, Melchisedech,
and the Ten Commandments to Moses. The historical
incident of the fierce encounter between the army of
Tippu Sultan and English East India Company, along
with Malabar natives, is also depicted in the church.
Professor George Menachem is a master of Christian
church murals and published many articles on the
subject. “Influence of Portugal art is seen in many
murals in churches. Angels appearing in full white
robes carrying musical instruments is purely an influence of the Portuguese style. In Kerala style, only the
head and wings of the angels are drawn usually”.
Apart from temples and churches, palaces at Mattancherry, Krishnapuram and Pathmanabhapuram
also stand testimony to the intellect and creativity of

and NO Antony.
The newfound love for murals among the younger
generation in Kerala augurs well for the future of the
centuries-old art. The Institute of Mural Painting in
Guruvayoor started in 1989, offers a five-year course
in mural art. Dileep, a vibrant mural artist, talks about
his alma mater. “I was a mere boy of 20 years when
I started my career in mural painting. It was a crucial
decision but it did not go wrong. Being with our own
tradition is very much satisfying,” says he.
Designs similar to murals are now found on dresses
and decorated pots. Many of the top-notch hotels
and firms in Kerala have decorated their walls with
murals, capturing the richness of colours and accurate lines of their vibrant designs. Naveen, an employee with the Mural Conservation Department of
Archaeology, says: “It is a new trend. Drawing on sarees or pots cannot be called mural art. They are only
designs that resemble murals. Now I am working on
a design at a hill resort in Wayanad. They want common subjects to be drawn in a style that resembles a
mural.”
The faded mural paintings in temples, churches and
palaces across Kerala, with the characteristic antique
smell, reminds us that here lived a community most
dear to all the muses. Equally capable is the younger
generation who can preserve this traditional art in all
its glory for centuries and ensure that the God’s Own

Kerala mural painters. The main attraction of the Mattancherry Palace, situated in Kochi, is its amazing mu-

Country goes global with its rich heritage.
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Outgoing batches of 2018

BCA

BA Communicative English

B.Com (B)

B.Com (A)

BA Economics

BBA

BSW

MMH

MSW

M.Com PGDM

MCA

M.Com

College Activities
Arts Day

Sports Day

Tug of war

Childrens Day

Ethnic Day

Marian Trophy
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