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Ink is Black. Paper is White. Issues are mostly Grey because they exhibit thoughts of 
our grey matter. Hence, our name. Worry not, our thoughts and words are colourful.  

BLACK | Grey | WHITE is an online Magazine which plans to launch an Issue every 
month. This Issue (Issue #1 May 2017) is our launching Issue. 

Our magazine is a montage of poetry, write-ups, illustrations, artworks and just about 
anything. We aim to spread positivity through awareness and gain experience along 
with it. 

Feel free to submit whatever you want to. We encourage all types of submissions. 

You can read check out out Blog to join our team or read the submission guidelines 
or just to support us. 

Blog: www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com 

Facebook: BLACK | Grey | WHITE 

Instagram/Twitter: @blackgreywhitemagazine 

Thank you for supporting us! 

Thank you for believing in us! 

Love 

BLACK | Grey | WHITE 

http://www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com
http://www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com
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Greetings, Readers! 

Benjamin Franklin once said, “Either write something worth reading or do 
something worth writing.” 

BLACK | Grey | WHITE aims to kill two birds with one stones. We are a magazine filled 
with some amazing people willing to use our talent to leave our mark on the world or 
at least, those who read our magazine. Even if a single person who reads what we write 
and portray is impacted, we will have done something amazing. Thus, we will have 
contributed to a cause greater than ourselves. 

The power that the youth hold is so strong that it can be used to create impact that the 
other generations could not create. In recent years, we have noticed that the youth 
have stepped out of the comfort zones that previous generations were not able to step 
out of because of certain reasons. But given the resources and ideas that we have 
access to, a lot can be done to create a positive impact on this world if we put our 
minds to it. 

BLACK | Grey | WHITE aims to creates to be a magazine and a platform accessible to 
everyone. We encourage all types of talents and expression of thoughts.  

As the Editor-In-Chief, it is my job to make sure that every form of Art, be writing or 
photography, has the desired effect over the reader and that our message is conveyed 
in a way that is appreciated by everyone. I aim to make this as impactful as I can by 
using my own thoughts and creativity to make it a success. 

Hoping that whatever we do is appreciated and we thank everyone for their support. 

Thank you for believing in us!



Saleha Siddiqui 
Founder and Editor-In-Chief

From the Editor’s Desk
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A very warm welcome to all you readers! 

We are very excited to bring forth the first issue of our first magazine and we are very 
grateful to everyone taking time out to read our magazine. 

Through BLACK | Grey | WHITE, we aim to reach the youth and spread positive 
vibes and awareness by gathering and creating content that many people could relate 
to, to promote reading and understanding each other’s viewpoints through written 
thoughts, to create sparks of curiosity and wonder through art and poetry, just to 
touch your heart and revive the beauty of expression in this manner.  
In our busy lives, I believe, if we take out some time to read a little, appreciate art 
and try to understand the power of emotions through poetry, we might strike a 
chord somewhere, find a place of sense and peace of mind, and a stage which could 
create a powerful impact upon our developing minds in the most fun and accessible 
way possible. 

Thomas Merton rightly says that “Art enables us to find ourselves and lose ourselves 
at the same time”.  

We created this platform to promote bright and colourful ideas in the grey matter of 
our brains, and through this we aim to tap into new understandings, new 
appreciations and to meet new people who are equally enthusiastic about art. 

Being the Editor-In-Chief, I want to do my best to convert my ideas into a reality and 
through your support and following, we will keep creating better content in the 
future and discovering a lot of untapped potential.  

Happy reading! 



Ta!ing To $e Moon
Juvairiah Khan

“At night when the stars 
light up my room 
I sit by myself talking to 
the moon. 
Trying to get to you, 
In hopes you're on the other 
side talking to me too. 
Or am I a fool who sits 
alone talking to the moon?” 

- Bruno Mars, Talking To The Moon.

10 



BOLLYWOOD 
AND FEMINISM
Devanshi Gupta

Through every second story on anyone's timeline or 
post, it is right to say that a wave of Feminism is 
sweeping over the world. People are vociferously 
debating about women’s and men’s rights. In fact, 
rapid strides in this direction have been made, and 
everyone's conservative mindset is being 
challenged. 
A society which believes in sayings such as "don't 
cry like a girl" and traditions like sati and purdah, 
though now realising that purdah is always a matter 
of choice for females, is also now realising that 
men, women and all other sexes are equal. 
Now how can our Bollywood stay away from the 
current topics!? It falls upon Bollywood to take up 
the feminist mantle as well, though traditionally, it 
has objectified and belittled woman. Bollywood, 
trying to shed off it's sexist image, made films like 
Dangal, Pink, Queen, Chak de! India, Dil 
Dhadakne do, Neerja, Mary Kom, Mardaani, 
English Vinglish, and the list goes on and on. 
But, Feminism in India is shallow and superficial 
at best. Both feminists and anti-feminists 
misinterpret the real meaning of feminism and 
bash the opposing side. It is false to say that 
feminists hate men and think of men as cruel or 
an object of inferior dignity. The concept of 
feminism is based on equality between both the 
sexes and against the traditional gender norms 
oppressing woman.  
Even though India has given a certain liberty to its 
women in the last decade, it continues to repress 
their freedom and tries to force upon it's men 
unfair expectations. In recent times, Bollywood 
has taken up that new fad of feminism but it 
continues to portray women and men with the 
same hollow, and often stereotypical personalities. 
In our diverse country, Bollywood seems to ignore 
the fact that it can give characters a lot more 
substance and in-depth personalities.

It can challenge stereotypes and make its cast 
more interesting. But doing this would take a lot 
of courage as the audience usually expects 
women to dance in skimpy dresses in item songs, 
singing lustfully towards men. Somehow, 
nobody, seems to mind this and nobody seems 
to care that Bollywood films overflow with 
rampant eve-teasing. Usually, rape is casually 
thrown in films without much consideration or 
display of how it affected the victim and the 
culprit. Somehow, the same recycled plots are 
repeated where the boy approaches the girl and 
she refuses him but eventually she invariably falls 
in love with him, thereby promulgating the 
message -“Hey, guys! She might be refusing your 
advances, but secretly, she is suppressing her 
budding love for you. Keep harassing her, and 
gradually, you will have her!"  To this, I think it's 
adequate to quote Amitabh Bachchan's dialogue, 
"NO MEANS NO". 
There is a reason rape has become rampant, 
there is a reason men are driven to suicide 
because of their sexuality. There is a reason girls 
are told not to wear short clothes and boys are 
told to suppress their feelings, there is a reason 
why many women don't work after marriage, and 
the reason is our mindset, which is still being 
controlled by old customs where woman is 
shown as a symbol of prevalent suffering. 
Such stereotypes stop us from reaching our full 
potential as our capabilities are judged by our 
sex. Bollywood has to take responsibility for the 
films it feeds to masses. It has to understand that 
it's shaping people's opinions. Apart from being 
a source of entertainment, films can also develop 
ideas, perceptions, and realities of life. 

11 



It was a picaresque frame of my living novel,  
every chapter written by a meticulous 
author.  
As I felt my beloved's hand caress my waist,  
my head gently lay on his cosy shoulder.  
His scent ever so sweet and mellow,  
His beautiful voice like a soothing lullaby.  
I glanced up towards the night sky again,  
my head pondering about fate and destiny.  
The beautiful intrigue of the clueless future,  

Incites a pang of excitement within me.  
"It's beautiful." I said, suddenly 

still in that moment,  
"So are you." He said, as he 
kissed my head.  
7 years after we met, still 
deeply in love,  
it dwelled on me to thank 
moments like these.  

Planned huge moments of the 
inevitable future,  

Engagements, Weddings and 
Children.  

But these tiny moments of wondrous 
beauty,  
they bridged the walk between the huge 
milestones.  
I glanced up towards the night sky again,  
my head pondering around fate and destiny.  
And in that moment my heart deeply 
understood,  
the golden threads that fates strung together.  
These were the threads that formed the life;  
these were the moments that paved our 
path.

The subtle insinuation of the night,  
Drove my mind into an elated dream.  
The endless sky that caped the moon,  
Reflecting against my infinite thoughts.  
The absence of the starry sky was 
intriguing,  
My longing for their marvel even more.  
Sitting on the floor of the balcony,  
Bottle of Vodka sitting half empty.  
The white railings in front of me like bars,  
failing to dampen my ever-growing spirit.  
My wings insinuating effortless 
flight  
straight into the wonders 
of the serene night.  
Sitting just 17 floors 
above the still ground,  
yet felling much closer 
to the majestic sky.  
The clouds drifting 
against the melodious 
wind,  
the white paint of the moon 
gracing their bodies.  
I felt him delicately slide the balcony's 
door,  
the next moment he was sitting next to 
me.  
Constantly stealing each other's glances 
gleefully,  
against the backdrop of a scenic painting.  
It felt like a movie when he looked at me,  
ignoring the romantic moony night above.  
It felt like a country song when he gently 
spoke,  
my small lips curving into a colossal smile.

Manavi Kunwar

Tiny Mileones in Disguise
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The Fault In Our 
Thoughts

Saleha      Siddiqui

“You may not control all the events that happen to you, but you can decide not to 
be reduced by them.” 

- Maya Angelou, Letter to my Daughter.  

Presently, the talk of mental awareness is in the air. Many posts, comic strips and 
artwork try to make us understand how introverts behave and make it easier for us 
to understand their behaviour. Some of them make us understand depression and 
anxiety. All of them show us a very different viewpoint and are a source of 
awareness for many of us. With anything becoming popular comes its trending 
stage where people start behaving in a similar fashion to show that they believe in 
the issue stated and are able to relate to it. Such popularity has led to quizzes being 
created to determine how much of an introvert or an extrovert are you, people 
claiming to be depressed when they are actually not, people talking about 
committing suicides as if it was just a word to play with; blindly following trends 
and believing definitions without experiencing and knowing what they actually 
stand for. Being aware is an important and wonderful thing, but falling on those 
lines and pretending to be something you are not or something that is trending is 
unacceptable. What we must not forget is who we really are. Ups and downs are a 
part of our life, sometimes we don’t feel like going out and sometimes we do 
certain things to keep up to our social status, but feeling everything in extremities 
could have quite a negative impact on ourselves and people who surround us. All 
this awareness should teach us to be kinder and keep an open mind to such mental 
issues. We must not make it a part of our life because that is not how everyone gets 
depressed, not how every introvert or extrovert is, not how anxiety really feels like. 
Instead, we could try to understand them for the benefit of our friends and fellows, 
to make them feel welcome and not unwanted. We should not base our actions on 
a trend following or to blend in a crowd, we must be ourselves and say what we feel 
and let that shine.  

Don’t be afraid to stand out. Be proud to be unique. 



While in 
Manali

Sagarika Debnath



“ The Mountains are 
calling and I must go. 
My lover awaits in 
search of my soul. ”
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Aiman Wahab

Ov!coming S"#s $ E%y

The world we live in is a beautiful place. But often our, peace of mind is hindered by a very old 
friend of ours named ‘Stress’. 
Everyone of us at one point of the other faces a strenuous situation which we choose to solve using 
different methods and mediums. But there exists a very common solution to many problems 
related to stress and that is what I believe works in most of the situations. 

We all know that to rise, failure is important. Similarly to grow, destruction is important. 
Stress is inevitable. At times, you might just break down and things would look messy and 
unbearable and all you need at that point of time would be a hand to hold and a heart to 
understand or maybe someone to take you somewhere where your smile wouldn't refuse to leave. 
But that person, too, will not stay next to you for the rest of your life. So don't you think it's better 
to make yourself that very person instead of finding someone to fetch you that kind of happiness? 
Come out of your comfort zones, explore yourself and watch yourself grow. After all, winning is 
just an outcome of struggling. If you want to conquer, you have to suffer first. 
We need to stop weeping and wake up because that is the only solution to any problem. 
Use your depression and pain to do something productive because once you win over your fears 
and pains, you will get addicted to happiness. 
Create one good reason to stay happy and so strong that it can overcome all your stress and 
heartaches. 
Here are 3 easy tips to help you flush your stress: 

• Stop Procrastination: Procrastination in work might lead to stress. Keep doing your work on 
time and see how your stress changes into satisfaction and peace of mind. 

• Take time out for yourself: Do what you love once in a while. It not only helps you manage 
stress but also refreshes your mood and motivates you to get over your problems. 

• Believe in yourself: How will you value your until you don’t know what pain feels like? No lock 
is ever created without a key, similarly, no problem 
is ever created without a solution. Use your 
experiences and mind instead of waiting for 
miracles to happen. Because only you can help 
yourself. 

Remember, stress can't last long. All you need to do is 
STAY STRONG! 

P.S. This message was not only for the readers but a 
self note as well. 



Deranged, insane, delirious: these are the assumptions the society makes about me. They call me 
with a thousand different names, all of which are petty and bigoted. When it comes to me, I do 
not bother to speak, because my tongue has often complained to me why I keep giving speeches in 
my defence to the minds who are shut already. I never expressed my misery but now I've realised, 
my silence will be helpless. I expect the change in a society but first, change begins with oneself. 

It would not be wrong to say that deep down it hurts. It hurts when somebody giggles at you for 
putting some extra makeup or touches you inappropriately for dressing up. Ever wondered why? 
Well, because it is this society only that taught men are perfect with their natural skin and woman 
feel that they need make up to look perfect. It hurts when people around you offer drinks and on 
refusing, hand it over to you saying ‘it is just a drink’ and then you go on blabbing and enjoying 
but then their eyes settle on the little cleavage that is showing and they eye it when you’re talking. 
Days will pass but they’ll judge your character by the glasses you emptied in your stomach that 
night. Again, their vulturous eyes will look at your bosom, ripping your clothes apart with just one 
look. When you question them, they will call you ‘babe’, they will say, ’darling don’t be scared, 
this is what you always wanted.’ Well, if rape through eyes is what every woman wants, then I 
wonder if these men also feel the same for the mothers who love them without knowing their 
child's real mentality. 
‘Do not resist yourself from the simple pleasures in life.’  
They will scratch your guts, they will unbutton your soul and this will happen even if you don’t let 
them touch you, or do as they say because according to them, girls today are brainless and 
heartless creatures made by god for their ease and pleasure. The people who are nobody to you 
but it will still affect you as it affects me. It is this way not just because we have to maintain a 
status in the society but because we have self respect and morals. We don’t want anybody to raise a 
finger at us when their own fingers are dirty. 

Dear Girls, "they" neither know your story, nor your life. So today, take a 
pledge to speak. Don't worry, you will be judged many times but have faith 
and keep going, because huge victories never come easily. 
I wrote this not because I’m a feminist but I’m a human too, I’m a loner 
with puffy eyes and imperfect body. Because I have given my all to this 
cosmos, because I can breathe, because I am completely sober; I’m a 
contradiction, just because I am happy too, I am free, I am high, I am 
me;  indeed because I am a carefree girl, all alone, dancing on a roof in 

London - ALONE. 

Alone
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Aishwar(a Diwakar



la la land 
The Musical that won 6 out of 14 Academy Award Nominations Zoya Azmi



City of Stars, 
Are you shining 
Just for Me?



The EYE
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Sanaa Zahid

Following are the lyrics by Nusrat Fateh Ali Khan Sabah. All the emotions that have been talked 
about in these lines have been heavily depreciated in our lives today.  

"Nazar oonchi ki toh dua ban gayi  
(The eye looks up while in prayer) 

Nazar neechi ki toh haya ban gayi  
(The eye looks down when timid) 

Nazar tirchi ki to adaa ban gayi  
(The eye is fierce when beautiful) 

Nazar pher li Toh kazaa ban gayi 
(The eye turns to the other side in remorse when prayer is interrupted)" 

But the next line is something that is fully relevant to us. 

"Nazar rooth padi Toh sazaa ban gayi" 
(When the eye is sad, it's time for repentance) 

For ages, eyes has been used by the poets as a doorway to the soul. The human mind is 
programmed in a way that we only remember what comforts us. Hence we often forget how 
dangerous, uncomfortable and uncanny our eyes can be. 
We are talking about an evilness of our eyes here. People think it's superstitious but their is slight 
truth in its existence. An evil eye is the most deterrent thing humans come across. It is born from 
jealousy, hatred, bitterness and competition. That is why we are taught never to flaunt and be 
humble. The feelings that give rise to the evil eye don’t come from unknown people, it is born in 
the hearts of those closest to us. 
You may believe that certain amulets or charms are required to keep this at bay but being humble is 
what protects us from its indulgence. Humility is a concept that many of us have forgotten and this 
has given rise to most of the problems we face when it comes to people and relationships. Being 
humble doesn't mean giving up your stance in a matter, it is about putting your point across 
without starting a confrontation.  

An aggressive soul is a recipe for immediate disaster. It flashes a sign "Come, provoke me! I have 
nothing better in the world to do". It's a magnet for attention. Wherever there is a desire for 
attention, there is the evil eye. A calm individual is one who is always at peace.  

Probably, the only way to escape the evil eye is by calming your mind and emotions and wishing 
nothing but the best for those around you. 



Make Memories, Not Pictures!

Photographs are the sweet imprints of life that encapsulate our real-life moments. They capture our 
experiences and help us relive our memories afterwards. They’re awesome when their function is 
only limited to capturing our memories, but, of course, in today’s world that’s not true. It 
absolutely drives me crazy when people assign more importance to clicking pictures than to living 
their life. 
Recently, many actors like Maisie Williams, Jennifer Lawrence, Superwoman, Chris Pratt etc. have 
said that they don’t like to take pictures with fans. You might be aghast at this; how can a fan not 
take a picture when they meet a celebrity? However, the reason is quite sensible. The celebrities feel 
that some fans are only interested in garnering attention and ‘likes’ by posting a picture with a 
celebrity on social media. They feel that such fans are not interested in communicating with them 
and learning about their lives. Instead of relishing the moment, these fans are only interested in 
getting a photograph to remember that they met that celebrity. Basically, these people are depriving 
themselves of memories and replacing them with the clicks of a snapshot. 
This is true for many other aspects of life. Many of us like to infest our pictures with filters and 
editing to make them more ‘presentable’. This is inadvertently making us conscious of our exterior 
more than the healthy amount. It’s ridiculous how much we judge people based on how pretty they 
are. People can’t really alter the features of their face or their basic body structure! They can 
however work on building up their intelligence and self-worth. It’s human nature to get attracted 
towards the beautiful and the pretty, but exactly how much of it is healthy? On a subconscious level, 
pictures and social media are driving our attention towards how ‘hot’ we look. Let us instead work 
more on how brilliant or strong we can be. 
Let’s click pictures but not be ashamed of how we look or how many likes or comments we get. 
Let’s click selfies but only to have fun, not to replace our experiences with the constant clicking and 
snapping. Let’s use photographs to store our memories, but let us make some cherish able 
memories first. 
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Some of you 
Who show that life is blue, 
Has drops of dew, 
And rainbow and hue; 

Who speak their heart, 
Yet, reveal only a little part; 
Who help in every possible way, 
Become the moon in a bright day, 
And sparkle like a star 
Even when drowning at the bay; 

Who can understand 
Metaphors and similes, 
And broken strings 
Beneath beautiful rings; 

Who can look into people's eyes 
And know about all the lies; 
Who believe in holding hands 
And reuniting broken strands; 

Who love simplest of art 
And without a word 
Can know the wounds given by tart; 
Who believe in feeling 
And not just thinking; 
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You Are All Poetries
Tanvi Taparia

Who hesitate in speaking 
About material being 
Or that heartless king; 
Who admire stars, 
Cosmos, 
And the souls; 

Who speak a lot 
In just few lines; 

You all are poetries; 
Pure and Deep; 
Hearts that universe can keep; 
And Soul 
That would never die, 
Or show that they ever cry. 

You are the true pearls, 
The deep Valleys, 
The charismatic Oceans, 
The beautiful Moonlight, 
The Sun shining bright, 
The Immortal pieces of this world; 



SUBMISSIONS
Contributors: 

Nitika Grover 

Utsav Mangla 

Fatima Zohra

Submission Guidelines 
We accept submissions of all sorts. Articles, Poetry, 
Photography, Comic Strips, Artworks, literally anything. 
We encourage all topics apart from Politics because it 
can cause conflict and we aim to spread positivity. 

To submit to us, send us an email on 
contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com with the subject as 
SUBMISSION: *Category*. For example, if you want to 
submit an artwork, the subject will be SUBMISSION: 
Artwork. 

We promise get back to you within two weeks and if we 
cannot publish your piece in our issue, we guarantee a 
feedback. 

For queries, contact us: 
contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com 

Check out our Blog: 
www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com 

Instagram/Twitter: @blackgreywhitemagazine
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“ये DILLI ह ैमेर ेयार”
Nitika Grover



“Yeh sheher 
nahi Mehfil hai”



26 

A Classic Example of Creative Product Development
Utsav Mangla

Isn’t it heartwarming and inspiring to see the efforts of the product developers solving small 
problems of an existing product in a homogeneous market by which they are able to differentiate 
their product from the rest?  

You must have seen an ITC Classmate Notebook (probably yes if you are a 90's kid), they were the 
first to have the 'Did you know?' pages at the end of their notebooks which made the children like 
it.Well, how did they do that? By including interesting facts and cartoons at the back of every 
Notebook. This allowed students to read these interesting facts during the class and let their 
partners also see the facts and doodles - which increased the popularity of the notebook brand. 
People used to get excited when they got to see the new edition of the notebooks with new facts - 
which in reality created a (kind of) loyal customer base for the ITC's Classmate Notebook. 
ITC understood the 'monkey mind' of students in a classroom! 
We cannot say, if this whole thing was intentional but it was surely successful. And all - I mean all - 
the notebook manufacturers from those local brands to branded ones who were also Classmate's 
competitors followed suite to add biographies, stories, puzzles and facts at the back of their 
notebooks. 

One more interesting thing that Classmate did with their notebook was to make the back cover of 
the notebook an advertising platform for promoting the cause of helping rural children with 
education. This indirectly made customers of their notebooks a part of the cause too (since they 
wrote 'X amount of the notebook's price is used to educate rural children') and Space was also used 
for promoting ITC's other stationary products and other ITC Brands (like B-natural Fruit Juice). 
ITC with their Classmate Notebooks touched and multiplied a variety of emotions such as 
'happiness' (when students read interesting facts and doodles and shared it with friends); feeling of 
'being part of a cause' (since a certain amount of every purchase was donated for a cause); 
experiencing 'addiction' and 'delayed gratification' (when students had to wait for months to get new 
editions of Classmate Registers in order to read new facts); feeling of 'satisfaction' (when students 
wrote on cool, white and uncrushed sheets of paper); and a feeling of being 'superior' (since ITC's 
Classmate products came at a premium). In true sense, ITC created a product which solved several 
problems and introduced stuff which nobody thought they ever wanted until they used it! 
Everything they did ultimately empowered the 'monkey mind' of students in a classroom more than 
any of their competitors! 

Learnings: 

Be fearless in innovating and ultimately implementing the product 
design and feature which the consumer does not ever know they want 
unless they have tried it. Create products and services that are based 
upon various tiny improvements of an already existing product, because it 
makes your product different from others in a homogenous market. 

Source: My monkey mind's experiences with Classmate Notebook.
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My sleep is nowadays disrupted by 
a mother-in-law complaining about a ‘bahu' and I suddenly 
realise that the bahu is me. I suddenly get up and throw myself 
out of the bed. There lies a full length mirror and I fall in love 

with the reflection every morning. Her lips half lit with her husband’s favourite 
coloured organic lipstick, her messy hair like long grasses at the side of a river, 
busy dancing in the morning breeze, sparkling eyes with a mixture of fear and 

pleasure of night dreams and a body defining perfect beauty. I deliberately smile 
and simultaneously the reflection smiles back, either at me or at my false pride. I leave my small room to head 
towards my small strange world. I feel abandoned, a stranger in my own house. I don’t say a word because 
experiences have taught me that they cut down relations. Betrayed by my reflection smiling at me, I felt like a 
stranger encapsulated under traditions and customs. I felt myself passing into nothingness. I was numb. 
I bake, I cook, I wipe, I wash, I serve and everything in order to fulfil ‘bahu’-responsibilities. I love them all I 
long for reciprocation. I know fulfil my wifely responsibilities much better so that has lead me to believe that 
that is why I’m not a good bahu. I don't just make tea for him, I make love. First sip is mine, the rest is his. 
But then it happens only on the days when I leave for University at noon. He gets back home late at night so 
I don’t disturb his sleep. (Also, he looks calmingly cute while sleeping). I take my medicines and leave for 
Jamia, which is a world in itself. 
I love this place but this place also doesn’t love me back. Again, I feel empty and again, I acknowledge my life 
passing into nothingness. I do not make friends easily to happily enjoy the campus life. I feel insecure with 
many people. I attend classes, make assignments, writing answer sheets, and enjoy tea and other items offered 
by the place. And then in the mid of the day, I feel like I’m not fulfilling any student responsibilities. I don’t 
want to go back to the same small strange world but there’s no option left. I pass through each day feeling like 
someone who is unable to be a representative of any world. The transport is not convenient, the road is not 
plain, the people are not my type, the environment is not healthy, no kid smiles at me, no butterflies 
fluttering around me, no leaves fall at me, no birds chirp near me, no wind blows my gown, neither lifts my 
hair, no animal stares at me, no similar face greets me. There is nothing magical or even nothing human or 
natural. There is an emptiness. But, I smile. Crying on the inside yet I smile. As I already said, I don’t say a 
word because experiences have taught me that they cut relations.  
Back home, I change my status from student to bah and feel like the queen of the kitchen. A Queen who is 
actually serving and following orders despite the whole day’s tiredness and need for cuddles and hugs. 
Because I do not speak. Each wall, door, window and mirror recognises me. They are the only ones who greet 
me. 
I stay engaged in the stuffs again like cutting, washing, cooking, cleaning, helping and listening to commands, 
and lots more. I am not good at all these but I will be master someday.  
The day has passed. Everyone is in their beds. There’s a biting silence. My words want liberation. But I don’t 
let my tongue slip. I fight in my mind with harsh words. So, at the end of the day, I write. And I write my soul 
down. The clock never stops. The day passes and stars stand side by side in the kingdom of night. Back again  
to my small room with a full length mirror. I let my messy bun fall into untangled combed strands. I try a new 
hairstyle. I allow my face to glow a little. I change into something sexy. I apply my husband’s favourite 
coloured organic lipstick. I can’t help but fall in love with the reflection again, harder than I fell in the 
morning. The reflection smiles.  with me and I blush. But I never feel like myself. And when the waiting is 
over, the night has ruled half, and the moon is aware of the little time it is with the stars, there’s a knock at 
the door. My heart starts beating faster. At the door stands someone I exchanged my heart with. I cannot help 
but smile at the way he greets me. First, I behave like a wife, offer him water and something to eat, help him 
change out of his formals. Then at the end of the day or better say at the end of the night, I find the real me. 
I am no more a traditional wife. I change drastically. Like on Holi, a silent and calm balloon bursts and spills 
out colours you never knew it had inside. I become the real crazy romantic lover. I feel I belong to this world. 
And finally in the end, I realise that I am someone. again.

Pages of My Diary
Fatima Zohra



“Let us step out into the night and pursue that 
flighty temptress adventure.” 

- Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows

Juvairiah Khan

Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows
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Thank you for the support!

For details or queries, contact us:

contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com

Blog:
www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com
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