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passion. And medicine, law, business, engineering, 
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But poetry, beauty, romance, love, these are what we 

stay alive for.” 
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About Us
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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: WINTER

Icy fingers stabbed her skin, 

Like a hundred sharp knives. 

Chills crept up her bones. 

Her palms became numb from freezing. 

But it was not winter. 

It was him-- 
He who had killed her father 

And had now come for her.
Devanshi Gupta

Under the Autumn skin 

Unknown to the summer heart 

A Winter is 
born 

Caressin
g life

 to repose 

Until y
ou breathe out fog.

Atiba Sheikh
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I never asked for M
agic to

 happen, but it d
id.  

You came like a unicorn which i never 

thought exist. 

But th
e magic w

as not yo
ur arrival, it 

was 

when you left, e
veryth

ing I w
as searching in 

you now I se
arch in myself.

Try and lift your wand again 
And say your silly hex 
You think I can be your another Show 
A puppet of your tricks and decks. 

But I'm a magic, ferocious and free 
Untameable with your stick and spells. 
Be warned, I'm an inferno 
Tricksters can't play with hell. 

Arzoo Siddiqui 

Atiba Sheikh
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Word: MAGIC

"Maa, will Papa send my birthday gift this year 

also?" 
"Right at 12, son." 

"On the terrace, behind the pots?" 

"Yes. That's where your father's magical powder 

lands." 

Yet again, a single-mother wiped her tears with 

magic to see her son smiling.

Shreya Gupta



So I stand here today 
Confined, constrained, bounded by 
these shackles of thoughts, 
To tell you nothing you haven't 
already heard before, 
Thoughts by an average girl with 
average words;  
Average. How I detest that word! 
How very painful to dream as high as 
the clouds only to be crushed by your 
own abilities! 
I can't even rely on my own hands to 
give me stability. 
These eyes aren't just windows to my 
soul, they hold 
Expectations and ambitions, 
Gently moulded by my visions, 
So, I look but I don't see 
that maybe greatness wasn't destined 
for me, 
I'm not trying to be funny, not trying 
to be witty, 
Just telling you the story of my 
mediocrity! 
Every failure comes with a fresh 
bruise  
Until my body is infused  
with a sense of awareness that tides 
over me. 
"I will never be". 

I will never be her. 
So, why not be me? 
Not a desirable, demanded, 
exceptional piece, 
But raw emotion and diligence 
And it might get me somewhere near 
so I can meet you halfway. 

I feel empty but so full of emotion, 
And I don't know what's worse 
to drown beneath the waves or die 
from the thirst. 
Someone once told me, 
"There's no elevator to success, you 
have to take the stairs" 
But there are far too many and I stare, 
In awe and jealousy that someone 
might get there before me; 
So I push 
And experience a rush of blood to my 
head, 

I feel euphoric 
I feel unstoppable 
I feel free. 

Ju another run-of-the-
mi dreamer

Hanine Hassan



Vrishabh Patel

Omprakash Mishra is nothing less than a celebrity these days. Everyone is closely watching his every 
move, following all that he's doing.  
'Bolna aunty aau kya, Ghanti mai bajau kya.' 
Let us settle down on this fact that this is the only line most of you know in the song and you haven't 
really heard other parts. 
Now what the guy did over here is make a cringe pop song which is now a legit genre of music. This 
song was around for months before it somehow became famous within days. Turns out, someone 
found the video on YouTube and shared it on Facebook and Instagram because they found it cool. 
The tunes and the catchy line used in the song attracted more and more people towards it. Then 
started the race of all the "Meme Pages” on social media making memes, resulting in more attention 
being garnered.  
The teens around in Delhi and Mumbai created an event on Facebook where they decided to gather at 
prominent places in huge numbers and actually shout the song lyrics. Damn! The first time I saw it, I 
thought it was just some other troll that someone thought up of. To my surprise, around 500 people 
actually gathered to shout out the lyrics. 
Now comes in a journalist group of social media who were highly offended by it. They objected the 
song and all of a sudden, everyone started thinking that it's a sexist song. Thats when the hate parade 
started. Now entire social media was divided into the ones who were against him and others who 
supported him. Short tempered people even came gave rape threats to the journalist who made the 
video critiquing Omprakash. 
Omprakash declared to shout the song lyrics outside the office of the media group which declared his 
song sexist. 
The only thing that I see out of all this mess is that it's us who made Omprakash whatever he is. One 
guy decides it was funny and cool and we believed what he said and made the song viral. Someone 
came in with the idea to shout out the lyrics, we followed and actually did it. Someone came in and 
decided he's sexist and we started believing that. 
What did Omprakash even do? He just made a song. And we did everything else. Why don't you 
understand that this is a stupid song just like Pen Pineapple Apple Pen, just like Angel, just like Swag 
wali topi? Listen to it, laugh at it, forget it. How can you even get offended by a song which clearly gives 
away two meanings and you all want to go for the sexist one, all the while listening to the remix version 
of a Spanish song on repeat which has a darker, weirder meaning? No one raised a finger at it because 
it is cool. Also, the mere purpose of all Indians in their lives is to look cool in front of others. No 
matter if it means bashing out at Snapdeal because Snapchat's CEO calls India poor and succeeding at 
making a fool out of yourself in front of the world. 
Summarising it up: A guy wrote a song. People made it famous by making fun of it. Then they thought 
its sexist and criticised the guy.  
BUT THE JOKE'S ON YOU PEOPLE BECAUSE HE'S FAMOUS AT THE END OF IT AND IS 
STILL MAKING SONGS AND PERHAPS MORE MONEY WITHOUT ANY PROPER BUSINESS 
STRATEGY. 

Bol Na Aunty Aun Kya?



FIRE
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Zoya Azmi



Sti Alive
Manya Chaudhary

Shut the world outside, 
let the streets become your inner 

world. 
Feel your heart beating tonight, 

feel it fly like a free bird. 

When the world itself 
starts swinging to your beat, 

When the books on the shelf, 
conceal your potential heat, 

When you need a sweet song 
to tell you it's all right, 

When your pulse is long gone, 
but it makes you feel alive, 

You think you’ve gone insane, 
when you look around just to find, 

that you’re the only one, 
who hasn’t lost their mind. 

When you’re dead but you feel alive, 
a few words get in your way. 

“This is the one that came back to 
life.” 

is all you hear them say. 

“Is it a dream?”, you ask yourself. 
No, just your nerves are getting 

hostile. 
You can see a shiny beam of light. 

Alive, know that you are alive! 



Journey
Sagarika 
Debnath













Govardhan Reaurant 
Review Devanshi Gupta

Thinking of going to Govardhan, Nangai Park? You may want to think again. 
Bad food, horrible service, zero professionalism—that's topmost on their platter. 
Let us begin with the beginning, now, shall we? 
My family and I went inside Govardhan with the expectation of a pleasant evening of 
eating good food amongst the low hubbub of people chatting and enjoying. We 
debated over what to order, until settling on soup and starters. The soup arrived. The 
waiter took cups out of his tray and callously thudded them in front of us. The cups 
did not have plates beneath them. We let this slide. The starters arrived, and we dug in. 
We were barely through half of it when the waiters came and imposed the main course 
on our table. Not only that, one of the waiters decided to clear away an item we weren’t 
finished with. Before any of the vegetables arrived, our table was crowded with all the 
bread baskets. It was then that the waiters brought the plates in. There was no place on 
the table, so they were piled like a stack and left on the side for us to distribute among 
the chaos, if we could.Our tempers ran high, and naturally, we vented them out on the 
staff and the manager for the height of their callousness, even demonstrating how food 
should be served, something trained hotel managers should already know. 
By then, we had more or less lost our appetites but decided to go ahead with the main 
course. The food was . . . underwhelming, the breads sticky and stale, the dal makhani 
so bad (it was hard to gobble it down). The only items that were "OK" were the paneer 
and spring rolls. 
Even after making a mess out of everything else, the Govardhan staff couldn't resist 
adding a cherry on top of the pie. We asked a few vegetables to be packed; the breads 
were in no condition to be consumed by humans. When my mother later checked out 
the bag in which our packed stuff was kept, she saw that the dal and paneer, etc, were 
stuffed inside polythene. Even low-standard restaurants pack food in boxes properly. 
My conclusion is, these people don't know what they are doing. They have got a circus 
up and running instead of an actual restaurant. They didn't even possess basic courtesy 
that we expect as guests and the price that we paid didn't match the food quality that 
was served before us.  
Address: 84, Main Mehrauli Road, Adjacent to Hero Honda Showroom, Adchini, New Delhi. 
(110017) 



Sanjana Kabadi

I had one single song on repeat today. It was one of those emotional days. The 
ones where I just want to lay down, play my all-time-favourite music and 
overthink about everything. One of those days where any amount of chocolate 
will not suffice to increase my serotonin levels. The weather seemed to be in sync 
with my mood, too. The rays of sunlight, trying to peep through were rudely 
pushed away by the greyish clouds; the soft alternative pitter patter of the light 
drizzle which usually is peaceful started to seem melancholic. The happiness that 
rain gives me was camouflaged and interpreted inversely by my brain. One of 
those days when my answers are mechanical and an 
annoyingly simple "How are you?" makes me want to 
scream in frustration. One of those emotionally 
unstable days when I question my existence and my 
goals; my life and my worth. Those days, when my 
old addictions want to make a comeback, when 
all the memories that I have struggled to bury, 
start resurfacing. But surprisingly, it is on 
these seemingly gloomy days, the hidden 
rebel in me feels at home: a solace where she 
finally gets a chance to swim in an ocean of 
feelings. A paradise that gives her pen a 
chance to relish these thoughts and to 
recreate infinitely many possibilities in the 
concise time period. A blank canvas all set 
to be painted with any amount of fiction 
my imagination carves. A day, when I 
would finally set free the hidden emotions 
in me. Yes, it is one of those days, when a 
writer is born.

How A Writer Is Born



You Are Not Alone
Tanvi Taparia

Have you ever felt out of the place even when you are sitting with a group of 
people, laughing around? Have you felt the absence of a connection that ultimately 
makes you not feel at all? The reason behind not feeling any connection between 
people we spend hours with is due to the level of pretence we have brought up as a 
part of our life.  
Today, society has claimed that it is normal to act like nothing is wrong and laugh 
out loud, but ask yourself if this is the right for your individuality? I don't mean 
that smiles don't matter or people should stop smiling. The point is, we all are too 
scared to reveal everything that is making us sad and uneasy and so, end up 
laughing like nothing is wrong. We have made pretence a part of our life. 
Everybody is wearing a poker face, a mask of happiness even if they are shattered 
into pieces already. Why can't we just talk about things the way they are and not 
pretend to be what we are not? Why is it difficult to bare our hearts in front of 
people as if they are delicate bubbles and people are ready with a pin to pop them? 
Why are we so hesitant when things can be real and pleasant? Why is it difficult to 
show the wounds instead of pretending to be strong enough to survive another 
accident? Why can we not just say the truth? Why can't we be a little more of "us"? 
Maybe we all should empathise more and allow people to be what they actually are 
going through. Maybe we should open up to make them do too. Maybe we should 
try to form connections and not just pass time with known faces. Maybe we should 
hold hands more often and hug their broken hearts and kiss the wounded souls. 
Maybe we should cherish the little things that make people what they are and 
assure them about their existence, their importance. Maybe we should be what we 
are. Maybe we should try to be the stars in their dark skies. Maybe we should learn 
to talk, to listen, to smile, to cry, to feel, to love, to live. 
Being real has become rare and that missing ingredient has taken away a lot of life 
out of this lively world. In this world full of smiles, I wish to see bruised souls and 
pure tears. I wish to see their naked souls talking about Their Real Emotions. I 
wish to see people Live. 



Recurring Cries
Hashmat Naiyareen

In the light of the submerged sighs 
I crave for a thunder, for a sweet ride 

For the rage in the constellation of my 
starless soul 

Begging each day to erase its dawn. 
Does your chime play a tune I have 

forgotten 
Or do I still reminisce the silent calls? 

I am a river in the stream of 
consciousness 

Everyday I am forced to recall your 
name 

In torn sheets of paper, I scribble for a 
search 

A search in want of curbing this pain 
A search in need of a quiet dark sky 
But do I find that pain or that sky? 

Rummaging in the piles of laughter I 
packed 

Packed for the days I'd sulk in rage 
I found a memory I did not 

remember 
Or maybe I did, in the back of my 

brain. 
She was smiling at me, ballet shoes 

tucked in right 
Reached for my waist, saved her fall, 

alright. 

Tears and smile, I'd failed to 
acknowledge the bliss 

Only deafening my heart with a 
chronicled sin 

How easy it is to find solace in the 
shade of sorrow! 

How difficult to find those dimples 
on the right! 

In the realm of all that travels in my 
train of thoughts 

I catch a cold, time and time again, 
only to let go 

The envelop I pasted with the stench 
of my saliva 

It tears open with every passing day 
I can only wait for the dread to loosen 

grip 
And for everything to fall apart like 

pearls from a thread 
I am still the same river in the stream 

of consciousness 
Never complete, always a battered 

whole.  
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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

mailto:contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com
http://www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com
mailto:contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com
http://www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com


Foadd Khan

I, sit here with my brain  
Clogged by memories. 

In this fiddling-dank air  
Somebody swifts silently.  
The cold, brisk air invades  
My lungs. The wind-ruffles  

Down on bird-breast.  
Trees' branches  

Droop under the weight of 
Fading yellow sun. It is really a  

Horrible position to be in where, 
the slow silence of air  

Currents solidifies loneliness. 
The lonely hours squat with me  

With ponderous litany.

I Sit Here



e Rose And e Cactus
Ruqayya Rehman

Rose 
I am granted with beauty 
Sad that you are not, for you I pity 
Cactus 
Beauty is just temporary crap 
Which fools the world into its trap 
Rose 
Thats the voice of jealousy 
Of those who don't own beauty 
Cactus 
Not every beauty owned is perfect 
It always has its flaws as an aspect 
Rose 
My flaws are concealed 
While yours are already revealed 
Cactus 
But I embrace my imperfections 
Which I notice in those reflections 
Rose 
My charm 
Makes them forget that I harm 
Cactus 
But what is the benefit of your charm 
When both of us cause harm? 



Afnan Hussain

Random Moments





Anushka Gupta

Night Colours



Him

Turmoil pulled at the strings of my 
heart. 
So quick was its pace,  
I couldn't get a grasp. 
Before I knew it,  
My heart skipped a beat,  
Oh no! It's not love,  
It was 'him' - ANXIETY. 
Like a prey trapped under a lion,  
I lay under his claws,  
Crumbling under the weight of his 
depths,  
I struggled, trying hard to crawl. 
Breathe! Breathe! Don't let go!  
Keep trying a little longer,  
This feeling won't stay for long. 
Once again I was wrong,  
His intentions were to stay all along,  
He looked at me with those wicked eyes,  
While whispering, "You're mine alone." 
And so my chest got heavier,  
Air seemed to be leaving my lungs in a 
rush, 

It seemed as though I was stuck,  
In a vacuum with no escape, forever. 
I fumbled and cried "let me go," 
No sound escaped my throat,  
Drowning in the abyss of emotions,  
I wanted nothing more, but to end it 
all. 
I could see them all around me,  
My eyes were open wide,  
But their presence was never felt,  
As if I was enclosed in a small 
invisible shell. 
Suffocate! Torment! Die!  
"You're useless," screamed my mind,  
"Let go of me," I begged of him,  
"Never," anxiety replied. 
Yes, I give up,  
This struggle is hopeless each time,  
His hold on me is so strong,  
That nothing could free me from his 
side. 
I've learned to live with it,  
Oh wait, that was a lie,  
I hate having to live with him,  
But still, I keep trying. 
One day this will stop,  
Until then I'll fight through this each 
time, 
As him and me are not different 
entities,  
He's a part of me,  
And I'm starting to accept his 
presence in my life. 

Aiswarya Mathew



Thank you for believing in us!

For details or queries, contact us: 

contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com 

Blog: 
www.blackgreywhitemagazine.wordpress.com
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