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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! 



Art Journal #5:

Draupadi
Juvairiah Khan

"No one can shame you”, Krishna said, "If you don't allow it”.  

It came to me, in a wash of amazement, that he was right. Let them stare at my 
nakedness, I thought. Why should I care? They and not I should be ashamed for 
shattering the bounds of decency." 

- Draupadi, The Palace of Illusions by Chitra Banerjee. 
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"When your brother stepped out from the sacrificial fire onto the cold stone slabs of 
the palace hall, all the assembly cried out in amazement...and even before we could 
finish cheering and clapping for him, you appeared. You were as dark as he was fair, as 
hasty as he was calm." 

And then the voices came. They said, "behold we give you this girl, a gift beyond what 
you asked for. Take good care of her, for she will change the course of history." 

That's what the priests claimed. The king looked startled, but then he picked the two 
of you up, holding you close to his chest. For the first time in years, I saw him smile. 
He said to your brother, I name you Drishtadyumna. He said to you, I name you 
Draupadi.” 

- Dhai ma telling Draupadi the story of her birth in The Palace of Illusions by 
Chitrakanta Banerjee.
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As a child, when Draupadi asked the sorceress who was teaching her other un-
queenly skills to teach her, "how to love my husband and how to make him love me." 
The sorceress laughed out loud and said, "I can't teach you that. Love comes like 
lightning, & disappears the same way. If you're lucky, it strikes you right. If not, you'll 
spend your life yearning for a man you can't have. I advise you to forget about love, 
princess. Pleasure is simpler, & duty more important. Learn to be satisfied, & duty 
more important. Learn to be satisfied with them." 

-The sorceress from the Palace of illusion by Chitrakanta Banerjee Divakaruni.  

Draupadi was married to the five greatest heroes of that time, the Pandavas. She was 
named the queen of queens. But all her life she longed to be loved, but could never 
reciprocate her love to the ones who loved her, making her tale tragic than ever. 
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"The more people dissuaded me, the more determined I became..for the 
Mahaprasthan.  

Perhaps that has always been my problem, to rebel against the boundaries society 
has prescribed for women. But what was the alternative? To sit among bent 
grandmothers, gossiping and complaining, chewing on mashed betel leaves with 
toothless gums as I waited for death? Intolerable! I would rather perish on the 
mountains. It would be sudden and clean, an end worthy of bard-song, my last 
victory over the other wives: she was the only consort that dared accompany the 
Pandavas on this final, fearsome adventure. When she fell, she did not weep, but 
only raised her hand in brave farewell." 

-Draupadi on her last journey with her husband, in the Himalayas, moving towards 
death in The Palace of Illusions by Chitrakanta Banerjee Divakaruni. 
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If you meet him Asmodeus, 
do tell him I’m trying to forget the good old days. He wandered away from 
his promises, I’m still wholeheartedly fulfilling mine.  

Do tell him Asmodeus, I knew of his playfulness but not of his infidelity. 
Do tell him I was a fool, not to love but to be in so.  

Look him in the eyes Asmodeus, and notice if he flinches. Just like my lips 
trembled when he just couldn’t see that I was hurting, right in front of 
him.  

Tell him dearest Asmodeus, that my heart is linked to yours. And I shared 
it with him. Make him realise that you would know if it breaks.  

You must remember Asmodeus, he should never know of my fall. He 
should not realise that I’m no good without him. He can’t get away with 
that.  

Don’t forget him, Asmodeus. He tells me I’m too good for him. Why don’t 
we prove him right? Why don’t we make him realise that he never deserved 
me?

Asmodeus
Manya Chaudhary
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I have learnt that being in love isn't about the butterflies and music in the 
air or romanticising your every moment. It's in the content of your heart, 
knowing someone acknowledges you being beautiful, despite all your flaws 
and blemishes exposed to them.  

It's in your instant action of running towards a person when you are all 
teared down in anguish, knowing that a small hug from that person can 
put back all your pieces together. It's in the smallest of seconds of sharing 
your lives with each other. Love is not just in the time of Spring when you 
are happily dancing, it's also in the time of Autumn when you are falling 
from grace. It's in the moment of Winter, in the time of terror and in the 
time of cholera. It ain't no movie of a hero saving her heroine from the 
villain, it's a story where they save each other. And if they couldn't save 
you from the cat's evil paws, they'll make sure to heal your bruise. When 
you are in love, there's no music miraculously playing in the background, 
unless YOU press 'play' in each other's favourite playlist. 

Atiba Sheikh

e Girl Who Never Once 
Believed in Love Stories
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Clench & Rips
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Zoya Azmi
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Baby Steps For Big Leaps 

CRY is a non-profit organisation that aims at protecting and honouring child 
rights by taking the responsibility of making underprivileged children realise 
their full potential by educating them and caring for them. It makes them 
aware of their rights, respect for justice, and equality for all. 

CRY is an Indian trust which is also supported by international organisations 
for marketing purposes and for hiring qualified professionals. Many 
educational institutions all over India have students volunteering to work for 
CRY. One such institution is Jamia Millia Islamia (JMI) which is a central 
university located in New Delhi.  

We contacted CRY Jamia’s Child Right’s Leader to know more about them 
and to mention their brilliant work in this article to spread awareness and to 
inspire youngsters to be involved in social work for a better future generation. 
We talked to Hassan Saeed, Dhruv Ahuja and Ayansh who are among the 
members of CRY, JMI to know about their work, accomplishments and future 

Saleha Siddiqui
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For the year 2017, Gitesh Aggarwal, after succeeding in interviews became the Child 
Right’s leader of Jamia. With a few students from various departments, he formed a 
core team in the month of October and started their work. Their initial goals were 
to spread awareness, raise donation money and get more volunteers. 

Every year, Jamia Millia Islamia celebrates Talimi Mela which is an educational fair 
marked with several entertaining activities. This mela was the perfect platform to 
spread awareness for CRY. So the team created a beautiful stall where they sold food 
(nachos, brownies and cookies), conducted fun games, sold handmade cards and 
had a very attractive nail art corner. Believe it or not, the stall not only succeeded in 
making people aware of CRY and its work but the team ended up raising 17k. Their 
stall received a positive response from students and the VC praised it too. Their 
signature campaign was successful too as students and teachers wrote messages for 
child empowerment and betterment of society, which was indeed a very creative 
initiative. Another factor for major break through was the street play performed by 
students of a government school in JMI on transgender equality which gathered a 
huge crowd and a huge round of applause. All of this spread a lot of awareness and 
the team was ready for their next challenge - a creative project for children. 
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Most of the ideas pitched in for the project were for teaching unprivileged 
children. A child’s education plays a crucial role in shaping their mentality, 
developing abilities in academics and carving a niche for self. 37% of all the 
illiterates in the world are Indians, which makes 287 million illiterate adults of 
our country. At this illiteracy rate, a lot of people are still unaware of their 
rights, they get succumbed by poverty and they hold a lot of potential which 
just goes waste. CRY is one organisation among many that are trying to bring 
down these illiteracy rates, spread awareness, make children aware of their 
rights, spread and preach equality and justice. So the CRY team of Jamia 
decided to start a 3 month project called Aaghaz-e-Taleem. With this project 
successfully carried out, they aim to educate the underprivileged children of 
the Jamia community and involve their parents as well for a better response. 
Their goal is to teach them basic math, english, science, moral values, proper 
sanitation and basic computer by personal laptops of volunteers. A team of 30 
volunteers was made out of the 200 applicants who applied for this in 
December and this project will soon begin at the end of January. 
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A donation drive was also conducted where blankets, clothes, perishable food 
items, stationery was given to children. The team ended up with a lot of donated 
items which they distributed to other people in need too.  
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All these activities enable the society to take part in social service - be it 
donation or volunteering. Even being spectators of such activities, we are 
learning something of value, we are not being ignorant. Such small steps help 
in instilling the idea of social service, the importance of making people aware 
of their own rights, the need of equality in such conflicting times. These 
children will grow up to be the future of our country, they will be the next 
generation. It is our duty and responsibility to shape their mentality for 
betterment, to make them feel someone cares for them, to make them aware 
of their surroundings and to tell them the difference between right and 
wrong. So, try your best to be of use to the society, help whenever you can, 
don’t shy from giving and treat people with love and respect. 

It would be right to quote Dr. Loretta Scott who said “We can’t help 
everyone, but everyone can help someone.”  
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e Joy
Sagarika Debnath









e Bus
Devanshi Gupta

We always met on the bus, 
I, in my white shirt and pants, 

You, in your smooth silver jacket. 
I remember how you smelt, 

Like an ancient relic. 
I remember how you sparkled, 

When the sun showered you with 
petals of light. 

While the relationship went on, 
It was better than anything else. 
I could never board the bus fast 

enough, 
While leaving was the hardest thing in 

the world, 
Because it meant leaving you, 

Because I knew I wouldn't find time 
again 

Throughout my busy day schedule. 
I remember all the emotions that 

went through me  
When we talked  

On those warm bus rides, 
When the window and the sunlight 

Cast uneven patterns on you, 
When the scenery moved past me, 

The world moved past me, 
But nothing mattered 

Except you, 
Not the hollering kids, 

Not the surly girl who sat on the 
bench beside us and gave us cursory 

glances, 
Curiosity burning in her eyes. 

My chest tightens 
When memories sting me 

Of all the ways you threw me off, 
Of all the spells you cast over me, 
Of all the times you captivated me 

And made me fall in love with you a 
little more. 

But then . . . 
You ended. 

I had always known it would happen, 
But the knowledge didn't make 

handling the inevitable any easier. 
The conclusion was satisfying, 

But it buried me up to my throat in 
sadness. 

I stared at the last page 
With a heavy heart, 

Willing more words to appear, 
Willing for 'us' to get a little more 

time, 
Just a little more time. 

I thumped the back cover down. 
The real world registered its boring 

presence around me. 
The atmosphere of the bus lost its 

magic, 
Its romance. 

The blurb looked up at me, 
Written in small font, 
The words teasing me, 
Exacerbating my pain. 

I smelt you again 
For the last time.
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A Leer to at Kid
Tanvi Taparia

Dear Kid, 

Whenever I see you in those tattered clothes begging for a morsel of food, my heart aches real bad 
and all I wish is to have some magical powers to turn you into a beautiful prince, who rules his 
world and not vice versa. You never really give up and try to collect as much as you can and with 
every time that your hands come forward with a bowl between them, my heart breaks, piece by 
piece. I imagine how will books and a pen look in those hands and why do you have to sacrifice 
that. I wish to take you away from everything and teach you to spell your beautiful name and write 
that's in that little mind of yours. I wonder how your little heart manages to be happy with 
everything that you have and why are we all not this strong when we have ten times more than 
you. I wonder if you could teach the lessons of motivation, determination and life, to all the 
others in this world. If I ever called you on the stage, you'll share your strength with all of us, 
won't you? 
Whenever I walk for work and see you play with all the kids near your home, I am filled with joy. 
The only reason for that smile on my face is the brightest smile that you have on your face and the 
way your eyes twinkle. That innocent heart of yours makes me believe in everything being just a 
random piece of material in this world and your innocence being the real jewel. I wished to come 
over there and teach you all the games that I played as a kid and to learn all that you know, but I 
never had enough strength to come over there. I always felt like I would upset you in some way 
and thus, chose to cherish your smile from that faraway lonely corner. 
I don't know if I could do anything to make you happier than you already are, but I do wish to see 
you glowing more each day beneath that bright Sun. I wish to get some strength to make your 
world a little better. I know I am selfish, everybody is, but will you teach us the art of sharing 
happiness, the art of being kind, the art of being happy? 
You are just five years old and you already have taught me more than your age. I don't know if I 
could ever thank you enough, but I do want to tell you that you deserve a beautiful life more than 
I do and you have taught me so much more than anyone else did. I really wish that you receive the 
happiness of this world. 
Maybe one day I'll gather courage and become capable enough to gift you a little bit of what I have 
and maybe what you already have. Till then, I'll enjoy watching you play. 

Yours, 
A stranger wishing to be a friend. 
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e Words I Find In Pictures
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Hashmat Naiyareen

The beauty is just the same 
My insanity, my clarity 
Eyes closed and forgotten 
I plucked the flowers to catch you 
The butterflies in your stomach 
I could see them, feel them 
You wouldn’t let me touch, though 
Like I am a sword, not brave, not 
valiant 

You find the beauty, not the wreckage 
Not even the silent woes that I make 
You see the lines that carve my face 

Not the sparkle that lights my eye 
Your subtle embraces kill me 

I am an untouchable, I grieve alone 
Let me live in my disaster. 
Let me love in my disaster. 
You are a pretty fragrance, 

But let me breathe in my disaster.
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The ladder of success, the ladder of luck 
They call home your destination 

The journey might suck 
But when you climb that storm 

The lifelessness creep in, stagnant like water 
Stagnant like sand 

Maybe you do have a home, a smile hidden somewhere 
Maybe you’ll laugh at the snores of the person next to your bed 

So, as you walk, sorry climb the stairs of heaven 
Don’t bend that knee, don’t tremble, don’t save 

Let that fall remind you of all that you have 
Of all that brings smile, brings laughter at ends 

Let that fall show you all that you are scared to lose 
So, that once you climb that ladder again 



No, I am not listening. 
I am waged against my own 
sorrow 
I prefer a ride of peace 
The chaos that succumbs me 
every time 
I linger beyond its reach, I spread 
Like wildfires in a forest of 
indifference 
I am soft, but I am not. I entered 
This goon full of narcissism, 
This hope full of hopelessness, 
This kindred spirit that swallows me whole 
I enter it, 
Unscathed, I withdraw. Miracle, is it? 
I call it time. I travel 
For peace of mind, my sanctuary uptight. 
I do not pay heed to your words 
Do I have to? 
Do I have to coax the crow for crowing? 
Or the wolves for howling? 
So, as I travel, I refuse to listen 
To those who rebuke my peace 
You see, I am travelling behind 
I have taken it all in, already 
I don’t need a second time.
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The rain no longer pours down on the petty leaves 
Travelling now through constructions of brick walls 
Pats those cemented roof, drips down 
The rhythm is different now, it does not circulate 
It rather falls down, no humming 
The pangs of separation is hurting the poor green grass 
Immune to the gentle trees, the buildings seem a little harsh 
The birds lost their home tonight 
The twigs they found don’t fit so right 
The dogs, no longer dig grounds for warmth 
Their habitat is long forgone 
Man, on the other hand, survives it all 
Calls this his home, his home abode 
Finds comfort here, mirth and joy 
We really are the beast that we vehemently deny.

'These wonderful pictures have been clicked by Gulam Mohiuddin. You can 
follow him on Instagram for a more brilliant collection @indiawalla.'
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I Don’t Believe In Love

38

Sanjana Kabadi

I don't believe in love. 
But then I see him lying down, his eyes closed, a serene look on his 
face; 
And I feel a rush of overwhelming emotions go through me. 
I watch the rhythmic rise and fall of his chest, a slow lullaby taking 
over my senses. 
No, I don't believe in love, but as I see him lying next to me, I think I 
might. 

I don't believe in love. 
But then I see his eyelids flutter open, squinting with all the morning 
sunlight attacking him; 
And I'm suddenly all too aware of my messy bed hair. 
I glance at him, to find a gentle loving look on his face, embracing my 
insecurities. 
No, I don't believe in love, but as I lie entangled in his arms, feeling 
truly beautiful about myself, I think I might. 

I don't believe in love. 
But then I hear him say my name, half asleep; 
And my lips magically curl into a smile. 
I feel his fingers gently move my hair strands off my face, and I sigh as 
my body relaxes into his acceptance of who I am. 
No, I don't believe in love, but as I realise I wouldn't mind waking up 
to this every morning, 
Maybe, just maybe, I think I might. 
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Salim 
Saiyed Farooq Jamal

It was 9 pm that night, but the roads were still silent. It was an unusual sight for 
everyone, for it has always been the other way- the hustle and bustle on the road on 
Tuesdays; the crowd walking on either side of it just like the devotees line up in a 
queue outside the temples; the continuous noise made by the honking of the vehicles 
which were usually replied by the cuss words of auto rickshaw drivers or the rickshaw 
pullers, and so on. 
But that Tuesday night was different. There was a long thread of silence sewn in the 
entire street. Not a single person could be seen walking on the road. All the shops were 
closed. Only a few stray dogs could be seen, rummaging through the dustbins seeking 
food for their survival. The curfew had been announced that afternoon after two 
groups were involved in a fight which later resulted in the death of five people- two 
from one group and three from the other. 
Not only outside, but the scenario inside was also quite similar. The darkness sat inside 
each and every house due to blackout. All the lights were out. Still, there were some 
women and children who managed to peep outside through the window from behind 
the curtains. The police jeeps were doing several rounds of the entire area on an hour’s 
interval. The situation was worst. 
Some policemen had arranged chairs for themselves and were sitting at the crossroads. 
While some of them were on patrol, the others were gossiping among themselves. 
Among them, some were chewing betel leaves and some of them were cursing the 
country’s system while playing cards, only to accept their fates in the end. 
The order to ‘Shoot at Sight’ was out. 
Averting the sharp gaze of the policemen, running towards his home while taking 
heavy breaths was Salim. He was twenty two, tall and well-built. His hair were long, but 
not long enough to reach up to his shoulders. His eyes were shiny, filled with so many 
hopes. Like many other youngsters, he was also hoping of a peaceful and non-violent 
atmosphere, but all his hopes seemed to have extinguished by the blow of hatred. 
Salim had went to his friend Qasim’s place that morning to attend the discourse on 
India and Australia’s cricket match that was played last week. Qasim’s place was the 
hub of such discourses- whether it was cricket, literature or cinema. The curfew was 
announced during that time, so, Salim came to know about it later. So, after much 
hesitation and despite Qasim’s repeated attempts, he refused to stay and went out 
towards his home.

A Short Story:



‘Ammi and Aamna aapa must be waiting for me’, he thought as he hid behind a huge 
peepal tree which stood among the bushes. He was breathing heavily. Drenched in 
sweat from head to toe, he couldn’t think of anything else but his home. His home 
would be in a state of chaos right now. ‘Ammi must have filled her eyes with lots of 
tears. Aapa must be with her only, consoling her and praying inside her heart for my 
well-being. She must be reciting ayat-ul-kursi and qalma and what not. Mirza chacha 
must be feeling helpless as despite being able to listen to the howlings and cries of my 
family from his house, he would be unable to do anything. I wish I had not gone to 
Qasim’s place. I wish I had not stepped out of my home. I wish…’, he suddenly stopped 
thinking as soon as he sighted two policemen walking on the road coming in his 
direction, as if they would hear him thinking and shoot him. Immediately, he put all 
his fingers into his mouth, so that those policemen couldn’t hear him breathing. He 
remained still and made sure that there was not even a slightest movement taking place 
from his side. The policemen were coming closer now and Salim grew even more 
restless. With each passing second, his heart beat rapidly. Even then, he remained still, 
not allowing even his shadow to move. As they took out cigarettes from their pockets, 
the policemen stopped midway and started looking here and there. The sweat dropping 
from Salim’s eyelashes fell on his index finger. His lips began to dry, so time and again, 
he used to wet them with his tongue. One of the two then took out a lighter from his 
pocket and lit the two cigarettes. They were still standing at the same place. Salim was 
reciting qalma in his heart without making any movement of his limbs. Any movement 
would lead to his death. He saw the two policemen laughing on some silly joke and 
exchanging a few words. Soon, they moved ahead and turned left towards a lane. 
Salim took a deep sigh and his lips curved a little. Soon, something struck his mind 
and he thought of calling his aapa. He quickly rummaged through his shirt’s pocket 
but couldn’t find his phone there. He then searched his jeans’ pockets, but couldn’t 
find the phone there either. He went blank. Where did his phone go? He looked 
around him, into the bushes and towards the road, but the phone was nowhere. ‘I had 
taken it with me while leaving the house, but where did it go now?’, he said to himself. 
Soon, he sat at one side in despair, his face buried in his hands. He had left the phone 
at Qasim’s place. He began cursing himself. When bad time comes in one’s life, it 
closes the door behind it, so that no external force can intervene.  Not knowing what 
else to do, Salim now thought about shortcuts to reach his home. He knew of one 
narrow lane which could take him to his home within ten minutes. It had been twenty 
minutes now. His family must be waiting for him. This instilled a peculiar kind of 
energy in him and he rose from his place, tilted his head out and looked on both the 
sides. The road was clear. Fortunately, there was no policeman in the way. Soon, as he 
walked with brisk pace, making no sound of his footsteps, he finally reached the lane.
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The dark and narrow lane had not been cleaned since ages. The garbage of God 
knows how many households was littered there. They released a foul smell which 
compelled Salim to smother his nose. Unfortunately, there was no other shortcut to 
reach home quickly, so Salim took Allah’s name and moved forward. He had walked 
only a few steps when suddenly he noticed some movement in between the plastic 
bags. His heart skipped a beat and he retreated towards the wall. Out of fear, he 
couldn’t say anything. He thought his end was near. So, instead of finding the reason 
for that movement, he just closed his eyes and began waiting for the bullet to pierce 
into his heart. Soon, there was a long silence. Salim fearfully began to open his eyes, 
his lips moving as he was remembering Allah. As he opened his eyes, he saw a dog 
standing before him. Salim was relieved to the core. As he was about to rise, the dog 
began to lick his hand. Salim remained still. Any kind of movement could result in 
the dog barking, which would attract the attention of the patrolling police force. The 
dog would lick his hands, then step back and look at his pale face, again it would lick 
his hands and stare at him later. This process went on for at least two minutes. All 
this time, Salim had not made a single movement. He even began to hold his breath. 
Two minutes later, the dog stared at him for the last time and left. Salim took a deep 
sigh and for the first time in last forty minutes, his face shone with a bright smile. He 
quickly rubbed his hand on his jeans. 
By now, he was extremely tired. It was completely dark now. ‘The world outside must 
be filled with lights, the darkness lies here only’, he said to himself. Once again, he 
began thinking about his home. A smile appeared on his face as he thought of 
himself reaching home and being welcomed by his ammi’s, Aamna aapa’s and Mirza 
chacha’s severe scoldings. ‘Ammi will definitely hug me and will never let me go out 
again’, he chuckled. His bright hopeful eyes once again began to see dreams. He 
looked at his watch. It was 10 pm. As he was tired, he decided to rest for a while, 
hiding behind the garbage. ‘Will resume at 10:15’, he thought as he rested his head 
on the wall. 
Three days had passed and still there was no sign of Salim. Aamna would always open 
the door, look outside on the road seeking any sign of his brother, and would close 
the door in the end. Her mother would sit on her bed all day, motionless. Her tears 
are dried up by now. 
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On the fourth day, Mirza chacha told Aamna that there was some commotion in the 
near market as people had found a dead body of a young boy. It was hard to 
recognise his face as it bore all sorts of injuries, but Aamna refused to say that it was 
her brother. Some of them said that Salim did not leave Qasim’s house, some said 
that they had seen him a day before at a bookstore, while some even surmised that he 
must have been shot by the police. Aamna believed none of them. Instead, she spent 
her days telling herself that her brother was alive and would come home soon. 
Whenever she said this, her eyes would shine with immense hope, as that of Salim’s.
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and aspires to become an actor and also a filmmaker. 

Follow Saiyed Farooq Jamal’s blog for more stories and 
poems:  
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Abdul Karim

Dhanaulti



As I remember  
I first saw her in a room  
With dilapidated walls and gossamer 
window 
She lived next to a graveyard where I 
feared,  
Still relished going 
So something held and propelled  
courage in me to go there. 

Once, it was raining heavily,  
The whole place, 
Flashlight and concurring  
Thunderstorm pervaded, 
Yellow leaves kept falling from the 
tree.  

I felt a sudden urge to rush in there,  
To glance the drenched her, 
(With hints of an epochal happiness) 
Energy oozed to the point of 
brilliance,  
With freshness of damp air 
impregnated  
With smell of mud, 
And grit and stones in locomotion. 
All these never cease,  
So I rushed. 

Foadd Khan

(Now it's raining here but the air is 
nostalgic ) 
This place leads to nothing but sylvan 
paths, 
pestered boughs and withered 
shrubbery. 
Nobody lives here, melancholy resides 
with silence.  
House through window looks like  
A cadaver and wall, kindred and 

transfixed.

Elegy
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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
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Thank you for believing in us!

For details or queries, contact us: 

contactblackgreywhite@gmail.com 
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