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About Us
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 
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Manavi Kunwar 
Founder and Editor-In-Chief

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
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Saleha Siddiqui 
Founder and Editor-In-Chief

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! 

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

Word: SUN

Ashwin Thomas
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BGW Minis

You are like the sun One moment, you are the one  who leads me through the dark And in the next one, you leave me out  
alone, vulnerable, in the dark.

Be and Not. 
I am a poem you never wrote. 

A feeling you never felt. 

A smile you never wore. 

A tear you never cried. 

I am in all your nots. 

But I am still there. 

Like the sun is. 
Even when it's not.

Simran Riyaz 
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Sweet nothings at dawn 

Memories dipped in gold  

Unscathed by the sun 

Unscathed by love 

Do mornings leave a tint 

I have forgotten? 

Does cla
rity leave a tune 

I have forgotten? 

'Cause I don't sin
g anymore. 

The sun came out of the clouds, and, Burnt brighter, crying yellow rays of pain Raining from the sky, reminding the humans, 
Nature is still more powerful than their science. 
While yellow flames were alive in some dead bodies, 
The sun cried, "Is this why I nourish life?" 

#bombblasts

Shreya Gupta

Hashm
at Na

iyaree
n



I read somewhere that Vincent Van Gogh used to eat yellow paint 
thinking that it would raise his spirits and would fill him with 
happiness inside. I was quite amazed when I read it but on 
researching found that it wasn’t true. Van Gogh never ate (yellow) 
paint, quite the contrary! During his time at the institution in Saint-
Rémy, he wrote in a letter to Theo, his brother: ‘It appears that I 
pick up filthy things and eat them, although my memories of these 
bad moments are vague’. The medical notes of Dr Peyron, his 
physician, reveals that Vincent wanted to poison himself by eating 
paint and drinking turpentine.  
A lot of people had a different explanation for his odd behaviour. 
Many wrote many a thing to both agree and disagree, the view 
that touched me the most was, “It is obvious that eating paint 
couldn’t possibly have any direct correlation to one’s happiness 
but I never saw that. If you were so unhappy that even the 
strangest ideas could possibly work, like painting the walls of their 
internal organs yellow then you’re going to do it. It’s really no 
different to falling in love or taking drugs. There is a greater risk of 
getting your heart broken or overdosing but people still do it 

every day because there was always that chance it could make 
things better. Everyone has their yellow paint.”  

Juvairiah Khan

YElLoW PAiNt
Find Your 

14 



And this is exactly what I felt when I came to know about Vincent’s 
odd behaviour. Happiness often feels so hard to get hold of. Most of 
the time, we spend our time making the people around us happy, 
thinking that in their happiness lies ours. It’s true, but not 
completely. To most of us, our happiness often feels so minor that 
we don’t invest much in knowing what is exactly that makes us grow 
as an individual and happy from the inside. Most of us have vague 
ideas of what makes us happy. Maybe we’re convincingly happy on a 
routine basis, but we’ve never really put much thought into where 
those feelings come from or what. The days when we’re stalled at 
work or all our attempts to create something meaningful are failing; 
we sink into the feelings of disappointment and hopelessness. We 
need to spend some more time with ourselves in order to know 
where we are going wrong. Exploration brings happiness, which 
leads to increased productivity and richer creativity. 

“You can search throughout the entire universe for someone who is 
more deserving of your love and affection than you are yourself, and 

that person is not to be found anywhere. You yourself, as much as 
anybody in the entire universe deserve your love and affection.”  

— Buddha 

Van Gogh found happiness in eating yellow paint; all we have to do 
is find that yellow paint for us. Finding that yellow paint is going to 
be a journey, an uphill task. It is going to take commitment, practice 
and something that you have a fondness for. And once when you 
resolve to devour this yellow paint every day, only then can you 
bloom and blossom. 

“You’re always with yourself, so you might as well enjoy the 
company.” 

 - Diane Von Furstenberg
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Hello, 
YelloW!

Ashwin Thomas













Yellow Eyes,  
Yellow Skin

Devanshi Gupta

I can still hear him calling, 
Hear his cries, 

His shrieks. 
Again, I feel helpless, 

As helpless as I had back then, 
As helpless as I have been feeling ever 

since. 
My mind tells me he’s a thing of the 

past. 
Years have gone by, 

And now it is time for me to move on. 
But I’ve never conceived after him 

And I shan’t, 
Because my mind is unable  

To erase his yellow skin 
And the agony etched into his red lips;
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How he looked at me 
With eyes that seemed to implode out of his 

skull, 
With eyes that should have been white 

But were yellow with disease;  
How he pleaded with me 

To save him, save him from all the pain, 
All the torture, 

And I could do nothing but brandish  
My chained hands before him 

And cry a fountain of tears 
At his and my helplessness. 
I want to go back in time 
And give my little baby 
Another smear of love 

On the forehead, 
From my lips that are tired of screaming  

At the world, ‘Why?  
Why me? 
Why him? 

Why do the evil arrows  
Of destiny  

Strike those who least deserve it 
While monsters 

Continue to roam the street, 
As free as the wind?’ 

His cries pierce my ears again 
As I sit here, 

On the edge of the hospital bed, 
With chained hands, 

Staring into the darkness. 
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You Want  

Yellow
Manya Chaudhary

Sometimes, I do not like my choices. They either come off too 
strong, or sometimes too weak.  I do hate you sometimes, when 
you start shedding pieces of yourself. I've been noticing for 
months now. You ask too much of me. You ask of sunshine while I 
haven't been in the sun for days now. You have the audacity to ask 
for your love back, when you haven't given me any lately. I've 
been feeling blue since I found out the reason you've decided to 
change your colours but of course you didn't notice because your 
white is fading love, and that was my favourite part. You are 
asking for sunflowers from a girl who doesn't like their smell. She 
likes lilies but only the ones that do not have any touch of a scent. 
I know your favourite colour is yellow, you fell in love with me 
because I shone bright, like the Sun in that dark room, on that 
dark night. Don't you see the black in me? It ruins yellow in mere 
seconds and I don't know why you've become so blind that you 
can't even see the colours I radiate, at full brightness. You want 
yellow. While your white was fading, I fell in love with black and 
you & I both know there's no coming back once you feel black.
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I shine every morning but it was never like today. I rise everyday 
but never like today. For today, I rose to the clouds, hugging the 
moon. For today, I rose to the mist, kissing the flowers. For 
today, I rose to the rain, soothing the fields. For today, I rose to 
the sky calming the mountains. For today, I rose to the birds, 
chirping the love. Yes, this happens everyday. But still I feel it's 
never like today. Yes, I am a part of nature, but it feels like I am a 
poem of heaven. Yes, I am the sun but it feels like I am a 
paragraph of winter night. Yes, I am a burning ball but it feels 
like a blooming daffodil. Yes, it is like everyday but I never felt 
like today. I am the morning gold rising in the world. I am a ball 
filled with rage but with your eyes, I see what I have never seen 
before. With your eyes, I feel beautiful like I have never felt 
before. If I am in the yellow desert then I am also in the blue 
ocean. If I am in the light then I am also in the dark. That's how 
beautiful my life feels today, because you taught me if I set back 
one evening, then I rise again the next morning. Yes, I am an 
invisible rainbow spreading colours of happiness. 

Simran Riyaz

Never Like Before
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GOLDEN 
TEMPLE

Tazmeen Alam





The  

Yellow Taxi

"We admire the struggle of famous people and make them our ideals. 
But never do we think that the people who rose from the dust and made 
something successful for themselves out of their poverty, as the heroes 
as well. They are the unsung warriors of the battle of life and moment to 
moment, their story needs to be heard too." 

The city of joy was smiling brightly as the droplets of rain drenched the roads. 
Kolkata turned dramatic in the monsoons. People walked with umbrella in 
their hands all through the streets of Dalhousie and Esplanade, rainwater 
poured on the glasses of the cars parked outside the offices in Salt Lake. 
Some children peeped from behind the windows of the large apartments of 
New Town, while the kids of Ahiritola just ran about, sailing their paper boats 
in the puddles besides Ganga. It was a normal day for Sonu as he collected 
the balloons and walked towards yet another signal. No weather could change 
his determination of working. Anyway, he did not have any alternative as well, 
rather than working for daily meal. People will not buy balloons regularly, he 
knew. So he chose a new place to sell, everyday. The city was unfolding to him 
with only colourful balloons in hand and a dark future ahead. But for someone 
as uneducated as him, life is not more than saving a penny and having a one 
square meal.

Shreya Gupta 
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Knocking at the glass of every car stopped at the signal, he tried selling his 
balloons but the people were hardly interested in him and kept the windows 
closed. Sonu was getting wet in the rain, but he did not stop. In spite of no 
one listening to him, he kept singing his jingle and knocking at the windows. 
Suddenly, a yellow taxi stopped right in front of him.  

"Sit inside," the driver offered, opening the back door. 

In complete silence, trying to comprehend the situations, Sonu stood still. "Sit, 
sit. I will not harm you.” 

Having nothing to lose, he decided to get in the taxi. The world seemed 
different from inside a car. The driver was quiet and so Sonu didn't make an 
attempt to talk. He was too busy observing how things looked from behind a 
car window, for the first time. The car was stopped outside a small restaurant 
in Park Street and the driver offered him to come out.  

The day was being weirdly good for Sonu. And still, he never asked the reason. 
As the food came, the driver said, "When I was a kid, I also used to sell 
balloons like you. I used to spend all that I earned just on food. When I grew 
up, I realised how easy it was to study. I could have purchased one small book 
every month and learn to read and write. I wished someone had told me when 
I was a child that food is a necessity and life for us poor, is difficult. But read. 
And someday, you'll also get a better thing to do, just like I did."  

There was silence thereafter. The driver dropped Sonu at the signal again, 
purchased a bunch of balloons from him and went away, his yellow taxi fading 
from the eyesight, with red, yellow, green balloons shining from the window. 
Sonu saw hope in yellow for the first time. 
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"Do you understand what self-deprecation means 
when it comes from someone who already exists in 
the margins? It's not humility, it's humiliation"  

Hannah Gadsby's Nanette is not just another special 
out there. It's thought provoking, spellbinding piece 
of comedy and trauma. I am absolutely bowled over 
by its brilliance and astounded by its content.  

Is it the single greatest standup set ever? Possibly! 

Nanette
Juvairiah Khan
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Rollercoaster Fall
Hassan Saeed

As the Rollercoaster reached the top, 
I was able to look at the whole world 

I tried to convince my body to obey and dare not to smile. 
But turns out, my mouth gaped wider, 

And my stomach plunged down, 
My heart was thrashing out while the rollercoaster was 

reaching the top. 

The wind in my hair, 
The wind in my eyes, 
The wind in my lungs,  

Pleaded me; to whisper a silent joke. 

Everything in that moment was like a painting beneath me 
Now I was able to look at the yellow sunset sky much closer 

than I ever had. 

In that moment, 
I noticed every possible thing I could catch a glimpse of, 

while I was on the top  
of a rollercoaster. 

In a striking moment, I noticed - I know 
I'm going to fall.  
I'm going to fall. 
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SUBMISSIONS
Contributors: 

Madhurima Dhar 
Albinah Mirza 
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Playful  
Pals
Madhurima 

Dhar









Gourmand Tales: 

Qatar Albinah Mirza  
@foodtherapistt

This city is my second home, and returning here after almost a year 
was incredible! Felt like nothing has changed & I picked off right 
where I left it. My holidays are usually about trying new places and 
kind of food. So, here I am sharing my experience with you. Also, 
did you know that Qatar is the next host for FIFA 2022? It is about 
time everyone gets familiar with this place. 

Zaatar W Zeit 
 If you know me, you know how much I love Zaatar W Zeit. Oh 
Gawd, I can smell this pizza right now. 
All Vegetarian Pizza: This right here is one of their most 
famous dish called the. It comes with the freshest of the veggies like 
basil, cherry tomatoes, olives & some good ol’ feta cheese.  
The Spizy Chicken Wrap : Don’t let the name fool you, this 
wrap isn’t spicy according to our desi standards, but I can assure you 
you’ll keep coming back for more, because they use the most 
succulent chicken along with the best sauce I’ve had! 

Pizza Hut 
Just your good ol’ chicken pizza from Pizza Hut, I grabbed on my 
way out from Lulu Hypermarket. 
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Zaatar W Zeit

PIZZA HUT



Shiraz Garden



Shiraz Garden 
I had the chance to try Iranian food for the first time at Shiraz 
Garden! Must say that Iranian food is not my cup of tea, most of 
their food tasted bland and I needed a lot of salt & pepper to get 
the taste out of these kebabs.  

Baghela Polo Ba Mahiche Platter 

CHEESECAKE FACTORY 
Oh my god! If you haven’t been to the Cheesecake Factory, I feel 
sorry for you. They serve the best American food in the world, I’m 
not even kidding! I can smell this picture right now. 

Fish & Chips served with in-house Coleslaw Salad 

Stuffed Mushrooms 

Shrimp Tempura 

Chicken and Shrimp Pasta  

Fresh Banana & Cream Cheesecake:  

How is it possible that ones goes to the Cheesecake factory and 
doesn’t try at least one slice of their world famous cheesecakes?! 
There were at least 50+ different pies to choose from and we chose 
this - Fresh Banana & Cream Cheesecake. I still remember licking off 
the entire plate and I’m not even sorry. 
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Cheesecake Factory



TIM HORTONS 
A Canadian outlet which serves amaze balls coffee and take it from 
someone who prefers tea over coffee. Oh, and their donuts are to 
die for.  

Coffee and Donuts 

ORIENT PEARL RESTAURANT 
We celebrated my mom’s birthday here. This place is famous for its 
authentic & rich Mediterranean & Lebanese food. 

Chicken Shawarma 

Kebab Platter 

Hummus 

Shake Shack 
Going to Shake Shack is a MUST whenever I’m traveling overseas. 
Their burgers are the best I’ve ever had! And those crinkle-cut fries 
are simply amazing! 

Burgers and Fries
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Tim Hortons

Shake Shack

Orient pearl



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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