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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.  

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 our 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 stone. 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 be a magazine and a platform accessible to everyone. We 
encourage all types of talents and expressions 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!

From the Editor’s Desk



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 latest issue of our magazine and are grateful to 
everyone taking out time to read it. 

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. We aim 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 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, explore 
ambiguities 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, we will keep creating better content in the future and 
discovering a lot of untapped potential.  

Happy reading! 



BGW Minis
BGW Minis are a 4-5 Line Stories, Proses or Poems based around a word. These 
are the best ones submitted by our team.

Word: VIOLET

He promised a change, he promised 

"ache dinn", But we only lost while hoping to win. 

Neither was the black money found, 

nor did the Gorakhpur victims get 

justice, 
O Indians, do not deny, your violet 

skies are only full of violent cries.

Aiman Wahab

I see you red: enraged & excited while 

I'm blue calm and tranquil. L
ately, I

've 

caught myself w
ishing us to be violet 

together: beautiful and royal.

Manya Chaudhary



She sto
od before the mirro

r, tr
acing the 

red and violet r
anges 

Which marked her brown map in a 

fashion of hyste
rica

l maze. 

Moving forward on her left ch
eek, she 

disco
vered an image of th

e sea 

She smiled at herself; b
ruised yet 

dreaming. 

Not every 1
2 a.m. deserved a nightmare 

turning to reality;
 

 some had her dreams in
 sto

re too.

The violet hue that exposed the 
rapist,  
Is now stained with red,  
Violence of the extremist,  oh 
lord 
The humanity of this land has 

Atiba Sheikh 

Mantasha Sayed

A dark shade of violet sparkled on his 
neatly trimmed nails. 
Oh, but surely there is some mistake? 
You didn't just read about a man 
Wearing nail paint! 
A man isn't supposed to wear nail 
paint 
Or love other men. 
But who are you to tell him that?

Devanshi Gupta



Harsha moved past the drawing room, her movement slow, her expression pensive. Her mother did not 
even look at her, completely oblivious to the emotional turmoil going on inside her. Harsha went into 
her room and collapsed on the bed. She could not get the image of him out of her head. Kairav was 
haunting her days and nights. His wide smile, his fiery eyes—she could not forget them. He had been 
her best friend until he had left without saying goodbye. It pained her to think of his car ramming into 
another, a steering wheel slamming into his chest, sucking his life out of him. He had been too young, 
too ambitious and too important. 
‘Are you all right?’ 
It was the ghost again. It climbed out of the vase beside her bed—its usual domicile. Its misty little tail 
gleamed in the dark. Its eyes were black and pupil-less. When life had wrenched Kairav away from her, it 
had gifted her this little ghost. ‘Oh, well, aren’t you one sad girl?’ The ghost’s tone was sarcastic. It 
glided right through her. She gasped. It circled the room and situated itself in front of her. ‘Go away!’ 
she yelled, angry, irritated. ‘I won’t,’ it teased. ‘No matter how much you want me to.’ ‘Oh, what can I 
do about you?’ ‘Nothing. That’s it, Harsha. You can do nothing.’ Its tone was soft. The ghost wasn’t 
talking about itself anymore. Harsha burst into tears. She did not know where the tears came from and 
why they did just then. She hadn’t cried when she had learnt about Kairav. To the rest of the world, she 
had reacted surprisingly little. She had hardly talked to anyone about it and even refused to miss college. 
Now she felt her pent-up rage dissipate. It felt as if something lifted from her shoulders, her heart, her 
soul. 
The rest of the day she talked to the ghost as if she were talking to a part of herself. It listened and 
reacted as if it understood. She talked about Kairav, the moments she had spent with him, the gossips 
they had shared, the girlfriends she had helped him gain. She recounted their adventures 
and fights, their pranks and jokes, the way they were never shy in front of each other, 
the way he was always there for her. ‘And will be,’ the ghost said. At that, she began 
crying again, each sob freeing herself a little more. She went to college the next day 
a changed woman, not aloof, not happy, not energetic, just . . . changed. When she 
came back home, she headed straight to her room. 

‘Are you there?’ she asked softly. No response. She inverted the vase beside her 
bed. She looked into it. Nothing. There was just blackness. The ghost had never 
really been there. Or had it? And was it gone now? She realised that she was 
not surprised. After all, everyone has a ghost in the vase beside their bed, and it 
helps them whenever it can. And then even if it’s gone, it hasn’t really. 

   Have you met yours yet?

e Gho in the Vase
Devanshi Gupta



Take A Seat To Watch And S
Manya Choudhary

Take a seat to watch and see, 
Upon the window ledge we’ll be. 
Two cities meet somewhere along, 

The spark where you belong. 
From here the light of down below, 

You’ll face that bright and eerie glow. 
For you will gaze the gold and red, 
Fit the whole world in your head. 

Can you feel the heavy song, 
Of those who watch the silent long? 

Take a seat to watch and see, 
Resist to go on a killing spree. 

Do dare to disturb the universe, 
discover the secrets, abolish the curse. 
Watch the darkness before the dawn, 
There’s a reason why you were born. 

So c’mon, get into that light, 
Don’t be scared, take the flight. 

Feel the wind gushing upon your face, 
Every single soul you may trace.

Take a seat to watch and see, 
Break the spell, get on your knee. 
Pull up the sword, stab the crook, 
Or make a bond within the look. 
The world will witness how you’ve 

grown, 
In history, you’ll forever be known. 
Wake up soldier, break the silence, 
Be a winner without any violence. 

Come back victorious, take a pledge, 
Sitting with me on that window ledge. 

Take a seat to watch and see, 
With your mind enlightened, you’ll 

be free.



Juvairiah Khan

Art Journal #3

"You say you love rain, 
But you use an umbrella to walk under it.  
You say you love sun, 
But you seek shade when it is shining. 
You say you love wind, 
But when it comes you close your window. 
So that's why I am scared when you say you love 
me." 





Life today, is not what it used to be before- 
Back then, I had friends to share my feelings with,  
Back then, I had people to talk to when I felt lonely, 
Back then, I had someone who took care of me; 
However, everything has changed now for I've grown apart from everyone. I am no 
longer anyone's priority. I don't mean anything to anyone now. I no longer exist for 
anyone. 
It breaks me up. It scrambles my brain. It gives me anxiety attacks, it pulls me down in  
never ending self hatred and anger, which is changing my core values and the codes I 
used to live by. 

People should've never meant anything to me. I shouldn't have let my guard down letting 
everyone in. I was good the way I was before. Without any emotions, I was never affected 
by anyone's presence or absence. Every single person around me was just a tool to get my 
work done. If they're not useful, they wouldn’t be in my life. 

I'm living on the edge of everything, one push and I might end up killing someone, 
I might end up robbing a bank,  
I might end up throwing someone off my balcony,  
I might end up bombing a place, 
I might end up destroying your life, 
I might end up creating a virus that wipes  away entire humanity. 

I'm living on the edge. Everyone around me knows that. Yet, they try to push me down. 
It's only a matter of time before I let it all go. And when I do, you won't even realise 
what hit you before your petty little useless lives are destroyed by your own 
goddamned hands. 
I am living on the edge. And when I go down, a new person shall 
emerge. Dark. Cruel. Pathetic. Evil. The devil within me. A 

psychopath.  
Or what if, he's already here? 

Rants of a Psychopath!
Vrishabh Patel



Mantasha Sayed

The guardian of our rights fears no one, whether its masses or classes, the lustitia’s 
balance remains undisturbed by the blow. In less than a fortnight, the Indian 
Judiciary proved that whether it is violence, old religious practices or popular 
government, the democracy does not always dance on the wishes of those who are in 
power. 

On 22nd August 2017, Supreme Court declared “Triple Talaq” unconstitutional 
against the wishes of Muslim Personal Law board. The ruling power had paved a way 
for women empowerment and breaking of absurd patriarchal norms that binds 
women. Although the debate has been long for several decades, the ruling of court is 
on the side of the righteous souls fighting for equality. 
On 24th August 2017, The Nine Judge bench of Supreme Court unanimously held 
that right to privacy is a fundamental right and is intrinsic to the 'Right to Life'. 
They over-ruled an eight judge bench verdict in the MP Sharma, a case and six-judge 
bench ruling in Kharak Singh case. This judgment calls for celebration as it impacts 
the lives of over 134 crore Indians. 
On 28th August 2017, the trial commenced against Ram Rahim, the famous Dera 
Sacha Sauda in 2008 and on September 6, 2008, he was charged under Section 
376(rape) and Section 506 (Criminal intimidation) of the Indian Penal Code. He 
has been sentenced for 20 years of jail by Haryana High Court even amidst all the 
violence and ruckus created by his followers. 
The Indian judiciary is the pillar of Indian democracy since and has been the reason 
that citizens of India have been enjoying their political freedom. 

It is our judiciary that reminds us that the democracy is not only for majority, but 
for justice. 

e Balance of 
Indian Judiciary



Alphabets Of A Chai Lover
Mehek Malhotra



Instagram: 

giggling_monkey



Fa Into Me
Mehek Malhotra





Life Socks
Mehek Malhotra



About Mehek Malhotra: 
Giling_Monkey

This is Mehek Malhotra, also known as giggling monkey.  She is 21 and she 
doesn't really know where she is from because she has lived in all the states of 
India growing up. 

 She is a freelance Visual Artist. She was awarded 25 under 25 VH1 TATA nano 
Campus Diaries in the year 2016. 
  
She hates getting stuck to one way of doing things, you'll notice a lot of variation 
in her work. She loves working with textures and bright colours. Since she likes 
experimenting with things she can do, she uses poetry as a part of her art. 

She recently started her own studio called Giggling Monkey. She loves creating 
brand identities, one of her recent projects called The Barcat got 
featured by Vogue, Little Black Book Delhi and many more 
places. 

Giggling Monkey: http://gigglingmonkeystudio.com



His Emotions
Tanvi Taparia

Have you ever seen a guy open his heart in front of you and shown the tiny bits of his 
emotions? Have you ever heard about the things that he loves the most and those that 
hurt him? These pieces are probably the best things to listen to. In this world where they 
are expected to show their strength, witnessing their vulnerable side is an experience in 
itself. The way he will talk about what makes him happy with that shy smile and twinkle 
in his eyes will make you the most patient listener in the world. The way he will blush on 
telling you about the little things he likes about you and the hopes that he has will 
probably sound better than the sweetest of poetries. The way he'll brush his hair aside and 
with a slight smile check your reaction will show his innocence. He'll hesitate to open up 
because that is something that he has never done, but when he does, you'll know what the 
true definition of a beautiful heart is. Not only will his hesitant nature be beautiful in it's 
own way but also pure. It will be pure because not everybody would have had a chance to 
enter his heart. It'll amaze you when you would know things that he feels and thinks and 
how pretty they sound. Trust me, even the annoyance and hatred that he holds will sound 
something real when he lowers his voice and keeps his heart in front of you.   
It is a rare sight that you get to know about his fears. His fears of failing his people and 
the fear of losing what he cherishes the most. That fear is a sign of his fragility, those 
broken lines that allow the light to enter and make life a little brighter. It shows the love 
that resides in his heart. The best part will be when he will talk about the hopes he has 
and the dreams that he wants to turn into reality. What will make you feel happy will be 
the little things he appreciates about you, little things that makes him happy. 
He may not do this regularly or talk easily about everything that 
he has in his heart, but when he does, listen. Listen to the 
lowest of rhythms and sing along every beat. He may be 
nervous and have his own fears, but hold his hand and let 
him know that his heart is the prettiest amongst the art that 
resides on the planet.  
Cherish this side of his for this vulnerability will make you go 
weak in the knees and the reason why you'll want to hold his hand, 
forever. 



12th May, 2017. 
It is often said that amidst all other metropolitan city, Kolkata is one city with soul. And it's quite 
right. From the old buildings of Dalhousie to the top-notch hotels like HHI and JWM, from the 
remnants of British Empire in the Currency Building to the extent of western culture in pubs and 
bars, Kolkata has everything, everything alive, everything with a breath. But sometimes, this fast-
paced life tires me. And today, was one such day. To feel the blessing of nature once again, I packed 
my bag and quickly planned a day's tour for me. Yeah, everyone always has the safety measures speech 
ready for me, but no one knows what joy solo traveling gives. I kept my diary and pen specially so 
that I can note down everything that happens, least did I know, I would be writing something totally 
different. I took a train from Howrah Station and went to Chandannagar. It was one of the most 
important trade centres of the world under French Colonialism. The town is still in the lap of 
greenery, blessed with the Ganges flowing right in it's vicinity. And here my day passed too quickly, 
too swiftly, too calmly. While returning, I decided to cross the river on boat and then take a train 
back home. As I was sitting on the boat with many other office going people as well as the local 
farmers and residents, it was quite interesting to observe their activities. I always do this whenever I 
travel. Sometimes, people tell the best of stories, though I don't know what exactly to call them, 
fiction or non-fiction! Anyway, a man talking on the phone just beside me caught my attention. He 
was saying loudly, "Yes. Yes. Park Circus Maidan. Ok. No, I don't know the way from here. What? 
Ok." He was almost shouting, may be because of poor signal but I figured out that he wanted to 
reach Park Circus Maidan, which was in the heart of my city. He continued, "No. I don't have time. 
Ok. Ok. Yes. So I should take a train to Sealdah and then take a bus to Park Circus Maidan. Okay. 
It's 5:30, I need to reach there by 7. Will I?" 
He cut the call. The route which the man/woman told him on phone was much longer. I knew he 
can never make it by 7. I felt like calling him from back and telling him to take a train to Dumdum 
and then Metro. It was way shorter than the previous route. But I didn't have the courage to turn to a 
stranger and talk in a strange land. All the safety guidelines which my Maa repeated before I left 
home, knocked in my head. I earnestly wanted to help the man, but I couldn't. I couldn't even open 
my mouth. My mind was constantly struggling between what to do and what not to do and suddenly 
I felt a strong jerk. The boat had reached the other side and that man got down from it in no time. I 
hadn't even reached a conclusion and he went away, on his way to catch a train to Sealdah. I didn't 
stop him. Or to be precise, the safety concerned girl in me didn't allow me to talk to him. Why? 
Because he was a stranger and I? I am a simple girl who has been taught since childhood to not talk 
to anyone because he might be a kidnapper, a goon, or worst, a rapist. How much harm is this 
mentality causing to us, do you know? I can't even present a calculation of it. But I'm trying my best 
to creep out of this, to make a better person of me, and above all borders of male female, be a human 
being and help those in need. I failed once, but I promise, I won't fail again. Will you? 

Diary Entry
Shreya Gupta



LIVE
Sagarika 
Debnath









A prequel to the Annabelle and a sequel/prequel to the Conjuring series, Annabelle 
creation is just another run-of-the-mill horror movies.  
The movie runs on cliches and none of the scenes which were to be terrifying evoked 
goosebumps. Lack of suspense and poor storyline only makes it more disappointing.  
The story is set in 1940s, in an American grassland where a couple (The Mullins) live 
with their only daughter. Her father is a doll-maker. The family loses their daughter in a 
tragic accident and the film fast forwards to a group of orphan girls coming to live with 
The Mullins along with a nun. The Annabelle movie showed us how the doll came into 
the possession of Ed and Lorraine Warren and this prequel tells us how the doll was 
made and became possessed by the ‘Devil’ in the first place. The story takes the most 
predictable turn after the girls’ arrival as one of them becomes unconvincingly 
interested in the room which she is forbidden to enter and ends up becoming 
possessed. While Sandberg has tried to bring the ingenuity of ‘Lights Out’ to the screen, 
only the cinematography seems to wreak some havoc which a horror movie should. 
Background score would give you a few jump-scares but that’s that.  

So, if you’re looking for something different like the Conjuring, you’d end up getting 
disappointed. The movie fails miserably to deliver the climax and you 
end up confused as to what really happened to the ghost.  

There are chances that you might keep yawning time and again in 
the movie. 

Movie Review - Annabee 
Creation

Shreyashi Tiwari



I'm the blood on your paintbrush 
in all the shades of  

flesh, red and brown 
I'm the dirty serail,  

the wretched bordello, 
every ounce 

taking you in, calling you off, 
making you hail and making you 

crouch, 
I'm that momentarily un-sipped 

filthy ort wine, 
drawing you in, & pulling you out 

Never to take, 
and never to give, 

that last bit of cigarette  
never to waste 

filtering your emotions, 
making you vile 

that the wreath of your senses 
looks like death 

I will leave you all alone, 
amongst the chaos 

one yet broken, 
vulnerable  

dilute 
& mistaken. 
You have to 

promise me my dear, 
you won't shed blood 
you won't shed tears, 

you will be one with pain 
till I come and say 

goodbye, 
the last one ever 

but now  
you'll shiver, 
you'll tremble 
and I'll decide 

to say  
or to never. 

Never Say Good-Bye
Aishwarya Diwakar



The little feet bring me joy 
The fleeting rhythms of happiness 

The quiet humdrum of their silence 
They itch the tips of my fingers 
Making me find melody to my 

existence. 
Stars, I look for, in their eyes 

Little footsteps of dreams make my 
soul rejoice. 

Hashmat Naiyareen

Poetising Carmelo Varela

To a memory I faintly remember 
To the cartwheel my childhood reminds 

me of 
To the unsung laughter 
To the widening smile. 

The chase of joy that folded my heart 
strings 

The pause of a giggle that melted my 
smile 

When the world is saddened



I am not all you see 
The perfect blurred 
picture 
The vague metaphor 
I am not the silenced 
crows of the wild 
I am not invisible to 
your sighs. 
When you close your 
eyes 
I picture your clarity 
The kind you’ve lost in your insanity. 
I picture the clouded burst of grey lines 
The metallic hues of lies 
I picture the void that you can’t see 
The lies you’ve told to set yourself free. 
I picture you dancing on the shadows 
On the lines of the bruises you’ve left for prose. 
The smirk is not clear, I know 
I know your uncertainty haunts you 
Maybe if you’d said the words you despised 
Maybe you’d have found the answer to your cries. 



The morning sun poured a glass of perfumed champagne 
Glittering, I smiled at the bubbling sparks 

In the golden lines of cold frozen walls 
The whistles of honey coated ruffles of his hair 

The way his lips touched the tip of the glass 
His Adam’s apple shifting with each gulp. 

I could have skipped a beat 
Music was all that he was. 

The way his fingers caressed the monochrome palette 
Melodies of unknown romance kindled the pupils of my eye 

A breath of fresh air was not what it was 
A strawberry avalanche that stole my capacity to think 
A strong smell of ground coffee, and I was addicted. 

An artist’s canvas searched for his colours 
Tunes of love dissipated his every nerve 

Music was all that he was. 



I keep looking at the 
straight figure, 
The conjured hands that 
wrapped around the 
sleeves 
Do they feel the beating 
of the heart against his 
chest? 
Do they recognise the 
warmth of his 
underlying breath? 
At the horizon, he stares 
With an unflinching blink 
Lost, unheard, is he the one we dread 
To become mere partakers of a journey 
A journey that is beaded on thorns of glory 
Of anticipation of the love, 
Of the chase that is hinged like a creaky door 
Do you really not comprehend the rage in his mind? 
The rage that resounds every hair in his body 
He stares, and he bears the stares of all 
He’s standing there, it’s not his fault. 

These pictures are copyright to Carmelo Varela. His Instagram handle is @carmelovarela. His 
website is www.carmelovarelafilms.com. He is a cinematographer and a camera man. 

http://www.carmelovarelafilms.com/
http://www.carmelovarelafilms.com/


Robin Wiiams
Juvairiah Khan



SUBMISSIONS
Contributors: 

Sophie Joseph 
Vardaan Sharma 

Saiprasad Manchal 
Shiza Chaudhary 
Ruqayya Rahman 
Sanjana Kabadi 

Tanvi Kohli 



Some evenings, some afternoons, 
seem all the same, 

What was our loss, what is your 
claim? 

Watching the moon wax and 
wane, 

Do you know I only wish for you 
again? 

Your words, promises, tearful eyes 
Our love is yet to fight a legacy of 

lies. 
Bound by fate, tied to restrictions 

of time, 
Distance in between writes a 

beautiful mime. 
Yes, I know it sounds insane, 

But for a million times, I want to 
be your first love again. 

Look into my eyes, lie to me 
again, 

Let your sweet poison dull my 
pain. 

Yes I know it sounds insane, 

Forever, Again

Some nights are of wonder, some nights are 
plain. 

Some nights I want to replay again. 
The smile on your face, the sparkle in your 

eye, 
Lost, we're lost, beneath the starry sky. 

Pale pink shirt stained with chocolate cream, 
Fiery red heart coloured with only your 

dream. 
Shivers up my spine from your touch that 

lingers, 
Art, we're art, painted by tips of our fingers. 

Some nights I want to relive the pain. 
And for that first time, I'll fall for you again. 
Some days of summer, some days with rain, 

Some days we have spent in vain. 
Trace my scars with a smile on your face, 
Why, oh why, are we running this race? 

Yellow summer dress, your hand and a bag-
pack, 

We've taken off now, there's no looking back. 
Swinging on the handmade swings below the 

tree, 
Found, we found, our souls mask-free. 
Some days I want to forget what's sane, 

And for that first time, fall for you again.
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*Yes I'm a girl, does that spell 'Invite'?* 
What? What're you looking at? Yes, I'm talking to you, dear reader. Is it my bra strap 
that's visible? Oh what a sin. Or wait. Its probably my cleavage? Or the length of my skirt, 
pants or shorts? I bet you don't see legs when you look at yourself in the mirror because 
mine seem to capture your attention for a much longer time than any of those civics 
books screaming about equality do. Or is it the fact, that I'm wearing a crop top, which 
makes you want to stare at my waist to ascertain I am human? Oops. Not human, I 
meant object. Now now, don't get offended. You do look and rate me like I am on sale, 
right? Then why say human? But that wouldn't be entirely correct now, would it, because 
you fantasise about me each time you stare at my ass while I walk in front of you. So lost 
in your fantasies that you unfortunately lose the control on your motor functions, 
"accidentally" brushing against my body. Sometimes my hands, my back, sometimes my 
breasts. Sometimes I'm graced with a smirk of victory on your face, and other times you 
just walk away, as if you didn't leave me scarred and disturbed, silent tears running to 
hide the pain. I cry, I hide, I walk out of home only with a man. "Wear clothes that cover 
every inch of your skin", my mom advises me. Oh but why does she forget? These hungry 
wolves cannot tear away their gaze even from fully clothed preys. Its not clothes, or lack 
of them, that attract, I realise soon. Its just the fact that I'm a girl. If I wear too much, I 
dress for guys; If I wear less, I undress for them. The choice, apparently, is really mine. 
I'm supposed to feel flattered when a guy talks about my body as if it were his belonging, 
not my shrine. I'm supposed to walk a little faster and reach home before the sun sets, 
but the darkness in the minds of people is something even the sun can't light up. I'm 
supposed to be geared with comebacks and fingers ready to block because my virtual 
world too is full of shit typed by hands that are not satisfied by offline acts. Every place 
place I visit, every time, everyday I'm subjected to the same series of objectification that 
don't seem to end. I’m expected to accept this treatment and this fate, because I'm a girl. 
Why am I saying all this? Well, because love stories are sweet and nice to write about, but 
sometimes, a wake up rant is necessary. And if somewhere, deep within, even a tiny part 
of you agreed that I don't deserve any of this, just like any other girl, then do the world a 
favour. Next time you see a girl, instead of rating the assets that make her a woman, turn 
your head the other side and make yourself a man.

Yes, I’m A Girl
Sanjana Kabadi
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Do you believe in miracles? Or Superheroes? Or must have seen some people who 
started from a zero and reached the apex of success today? These people are just 
ordinary people like us, but the only difference between them and us is that, THEY 
ARE THE MASTERS OF THEIR MIND WHEREAS WE ARE THE SLAVES OF IT. 
Yes, this sounds a bit weird but it is the reality that is hard to accept. We are living in a 
world of materialistic things, often termed as "MAYA" in the local language. Our brain 
is so much attracted to "MAYA" these days that we've lost the essence of our lives. We 
have forgotten how beautiful the world is. Our mind is full of energy but these 
distractions drain the energy and lower down the potential of our minds. It acts like a 
puncture in a tyre. Similarly like one cannot reach his destination with a punctured 
tyre, no one can achieve their goals with these distractions. The only thing that'll 
happen is distress. 
Mind is the real source of energy. We should learn to control our minds and learn to 
put it in the right direction and avoid the potential leakage due to distractions. The 
most beautiful and the easiest way to attain this is to keep your mind always open to all 
the good things, filter out all the negativity. Never let your current 
knowledge miss the things that you don't know. Like, if we 
pour some tea into a cup that is full of tea already is of no 
use, it will only fall out. Instead, keep a space for all the 
good things in your mind and never say no to learning, no 
matter what's your age. 
Always look at the brighter side of everything. Accept 
failures, learn from them but never stop. Thank God for 
what you have and work hard and smart for what you desire. 
Don't let the distractions drain you brainpower. Believe in 
yourself. Mind is like a beautiful garden, don't let the toxicity of the daily life 
ruin it's leisure. 

MIND: e Ultimate 
Source Of Power
Vardaan Sharma



Painful truths and 
Beautiful lies 

Angels revealed, but 
Demons in disguise 

Fake promises and 
Broken trust 

Hopes fading by 
Discouraging dust 

Mansions and palaces 
Made of arrogance and pride 

Some are happily living,  
And some even died 

Prayers filled with 
Show off and worldly matters 

Why care so much 
When everything eventually 

shatters? 
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Time passes, it flies, 
but the bond will not die, 

The promises will not turn into a lie, 
We’ll not change from badass to shy. 

Time passes, time flies, 
Many daily hellos turn into last goodbyes, 

Routine days only become memories, 
Gossips turn into stories, 

Its all a game of dice, 
The best part of our lives. 

The time storm may be forceful, 
The time storm may be violent, 

But our relationship will be the more powerful, 
But our bond will not become silent. 

It will shout, cry, scream, roar 
And conquer whatever is in our stories.

Time Passes, 
It Flies



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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Thank you for believing in us!

For details or queries, contact us: 

contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com 

Blog: 
www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com
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