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EDITOR’S NOTE
We live everyday...we breathe/work every day… we create
MEMORIES every day!!! Memories are special moments that
weaves into a story making our life beautiful!!
This magazine takes us though the memories and cherished
moments of many lives. It tells us about how there is so much
more to everyone’s lives. As we hear the word memories we
are taken through a roller coaster of events in our heart. We
have all had various events that have happened in lives. These have now become memories. Some memories are sweet
some are sour. The most important fact is memories are forever.
This magazine helps the readers get an insight into the memories of others. It has served as a platform for the students to
share their life experiences.
For Team Pratheek– Hitakshi D.Bavar (PGDM 24)

Adieu brother

Susmitha Suresh (PGDM 25)

Memories about OBT

Days have gone, months have passed
Here we are in the midst of memories
Bathed in blue, lost in thoughts

One of the best and memorable days of SCMS life were the OBT days. Those three days were
simply magical and heart-warming. I was completely disappointed when the dates of OBT

We hoped; we cried

were announced. The class shuffling right after the first term had totally shaken all of us. I

This day never arrived

could not handle it on the first thought. OBT was something that I was waiting for, even

Yet the truth struck us with grief

from the days the classes started at SCMS. It was something that I wanted to enjoy with my
friends. Soon after the class shuffling, it was like going out with batch mates who were bit
unacquainted with me. This was the case for most of the students. But this attitude totally

Sister dear sister! My ears filled with your voice

changed once we boarded the bus.

Carried by the wind &with a heart full of love and care
I truly wished you really were there

Just as “Every new friend is a new adventure… the start of more memories”, these three
days brought in new experiences for me. The team building activities helped me understand
my classmates better. I was able to find new friends within them. It was indeed a wonderful

You are my brother! My little one

memory for me. The early morning warm-ups, trekking, camp fire, late night chit-chats are

And you will be until my breath runs

unforgettable. OBT brought in new energy into me. Till now, this is the best memory that I

Yes I engrave it in my heart

have in SCMS. These memories can never be replaced and will have a place in my heart forever.

All the times we spent

- Milu S. (PGDM 25)

And all the roads we drove
Left us with an ocean of memories

Time has come to swim with the tide
And time has come for me to bid goodbye
Here I say to you brother, goodbye!
-Jasmin Stella (PGDM 24)
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As we grew…
Our eyes were wet, letting go of each other's hands
She told me I'll miss you
Dad gave me a pat with a grin of pride
My eyes started flowing; they won't be on my side

Never did I cry again, never got the time

Susmitha Suresh (PGDM 25)
THE GHAZI ATTACK- A RETROSPECT

Work, work, work, never did that stop
Felt my hands numb with a pen on its tip
Carried my laptop even when I was asleep

Some made me cry, some made me laugh
Sometimes it went rough, sometimes smooth
But I know I'll always have you both
As support system; that you are

Little did he cry, a lot he smiled
Never knew how much you loved me till now
Daddy I'll make you proud, this is my vow
Namitha Rajagopal (PGDM 24 )

An Indian war film shot under water coupled with the fact that it was
made by a debutant director, confirmed my apprehension that it would
be a box-office disaster. After watching the movie my apprehensions
cleared away. “The Ghazi Attack” directed by Sankalp Reddy with Rana
Daggubatti, Atul Kulkarni and Kay
Kay Menon in the lead roles
opened at the box office with
positive reviews.
The movie opened the box office
with positive reviews. The movie
has been directed and executed
with precision and care. All the
lead actors gave their cent percent contribution to their roles.
Simple words would fall short to
describe the effort that was put
into making this movie. This is the
first film in the Indian cinema
about our Indian Navy and the
real story of the Ghazi attack.
The story is about an executive naval officer and his team who remain
underwater for more than 2 weeks to combat the underwater attack
from a Pakistani vessel infiltrating the Indian waters. That is when the
Indian Navy realize that the Indian submarine is comparatively weak than
Pakistan Ghazi. Led by the rebellious Capt Ranvijay Singh (Kay Kay Menon), his second-in- command Devaraj (Atul Kulkarni) and righteous officer
Arjun (Rana Daggubati), S-21 is assigned a classified search mission. From
there the movie takes the viewers into a war mood. Atul Kulkarni shines
in the first half and it’s Rana Daggubati who owns the second half with an
incredible performance. It’s a story about people who are lost in history,
whose contributions are forgotten, it is also about a very important
battle between India and Pakistan.
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VERDICT: a turning point in Indian film industry
-Alwyn Christian James (PGDM 24)

Shadows of yesterday
We have our laughter and our tears
And lots of things that we hold dear
We all had hopes and all the dreams
But memories are what make them real
We have been here for twenty months
We're almost to the point we're done
And all the smiles and tears we had
Are what we hold in our own hands

PHOTO: SAJUMON R. D.(PGDM 25)

Cricket being a religion
My childhood turned out to be awesome with the advent of cricket in
my life. Cricket started to play a pivotal role during the late 1990s. The
kids of 1990s took the game very seriously and every individual dreamt
of playing cricket in the future.
My dad was the one who influenced me to follow cricket. He was very
fond of Mohammad Azharuddin and Rahul Dravid. I still remember a
moment of 1998 Sharjah final where Sachin Tendulkar was thrashing
the Australian bowlers with ease. The 1999 match fixing came as a bad
blow, making it the worst phase for Indian Cricket Team and my dad
was so upset with the incident that he decided to stop following the
game, which he always admired.
Talking about my childhood hero, Sourav Ganguly, he stood tall during
the fixing saga. His never say die attitude and the way he handled the
team made him one of the best captain of the Indian Cricket. One will
never forget the opening partnership innings of Sachin and Ganguly,
making them the best opening pairs. I always got goosebumps when
the duo opens the innings for India. Virendra Sehwag the “Pocket Dynamite” also had a special place of respect in my heart.
It was very hard to believe that these legends will no longer represent
team India. Every true Indian cricket fan will definitely miss these players who made them love the great sport. I can proudly say that Sachin,
Sehwag and Ganguly made my life easier during my childhood. At the
end of the day cricket is the clear winner by miles!!!
Nikhil George (PGDM 24)

Susmitha Suresh (PGDM 25)

A school isn't really happy
And the books aren't always fun
But people are the ones we love
In class they are found in plenty
These bonds we have forged in hardship
With toil through blood, sweat and tears
Ever we burnt the midnight oil
Till our friendship will last the years
And who can forget our teachers,
Those stalwart stewards of Learning?
They did make life quite interesting
But we all
loved them
anyway
Then all too
soon
the
classes end
Our rooms
are closed
and
dark
again
We
blink
our tears,
say
our
goodbyes
To end this
chapter of
our lives
We have jobs now, so we must try
And move on to the" real world" life
To future that is bright to see
That we have won through our journey
Yet even in far future age
Across the distances we stray
There's one thing that will bring us back
Those memories of the past we have

—M. Varun Menon (PGDM 24)
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Being ‘Chechi’
When I quit my two-year long career with Wipro Technologies, Chennai, all I wanted to
do was to take a break, come back home and get into a B School in Kerala. After spending almost an uneventful and lazy year at home, I decided to join SCMS and pursue
management studies.

Susmitha Suresh (PGDM 25)5)

What is Reality?
What is Reality, is it that twist in time
That left of nowhere within the mind
Or is it the dream of the crawling abyss
Of shape formed from the shapeless?
Perhaps not an it, but a he or a she
Pulling our strings for amusement,
Unfathomable intelligence running wild
Old and powerful but never kind
That which is real is never human
One might mistake it for illusion
Rules of the world are not written for us
That which is cruel is often all too just
We cannot see that which is real
Not when we are barely here
We flit between the shining cracks
We weep beside the rotten tracks
All paths disappear when they end in mist
It's telling that they are not always missed
So what is reality, if asked oneself
A lifetimes search or a moment of pretend
That which is vast cannot be grasped
We stand before truth but refuse to ask
Walking forward and run in reverse
Mirrors and shadows not always in front
Perceptions tint the cracked glass view
Facets unclear, but all too true
There are no answers to that which we seek
What might be real and what cannot be
Solutions are never there to be found
And none are ready for the truth around
And left is the seeker with nothing to show
Reached too high and then laid low
An end to a quest that never will be
And all that was real was the journey
M. Varun Menon (PGDM 24)
4

Well, I was not a fresher, and I was back to a college after three long years. Apprehensions were many. One of them was, ‘Am I not a bit old to join a college?’ I was pretty
sure that 99% of my classmates would be at least four years younger to me. I doubted
if I would have a tough time finding friends at SCMS. I thought, ‘Those kids are just out
of their colleges, I won’t be able to adjust, I am going to be alone in a crowd and they
are not going to like me. I am too old for them’.
In July 2016, classes started. I am a person who does not mingle easily with people. I
take time to gel with them. But here, things turned out to be different. My roommates
and classmates – they started to call me ‘Chechi’. That was indeed something new for
me; a different experience. My classmates calling me ‘Chechi’! That was weird. I had
some discomfort initially. But then, I recognised the love, the respect and the intimacy
it conveyed. Calling me ‘Chechi’ neither created a gap, nor reminded me of my age, but
actually brought them closer to me. They trusted me, never abandoned me, gave me
company, treated me like one among them, played with me, teased me, and loved me.
They still do. I realised, ‘Uh-huh, they have broken my shell so easily!’ (Lots of love to
my dearest first batch and roommates for that)
Sisterhood is wonderful in many ways, full of love and happiness. I know this because I
am blessed with two lovely sisters. And SCMS has given me so many ‘chunk bros’ and
‘pwoli sisters’ who have already taken a special place in my heart, making my best
friends jealous. Haha! Just thinking about those many voices echoing ‘Chechi...’ brings a
smile on my lips, every time. I realised that I’ve started enjoying it.
Theertha Padmanabhan (PGDM 25)
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Tips to treasure
HI FRIENDS,
Welcome to the World of Treasures
All of you might have suffered from indigestion / abdominal discomfort in your life
time, that too at night. Then what do you do at that moment? Would you simply
pop some medicines? If no, then what should be done? It’s very simple.
Rush to the kitchen and find the ajamoda / ajwain / carom seeds box, chew it.
That's it. No sooner you would be feeling better.
Acharya Charaka classified this famous Indian spice under Shoolaprashamana &
Deepaniya Ganas ( which means herbs that relieve abdominal pain and improve the
strength of digestion).
Apart from curing abdominal discomforts, it has abundant benefits.
 It cleanses urinary bladder, relieves bladder pain
 It is a natural aphrodisiac, so improves strength
 It is useful for curing eye disorders, worm infestations, vomiting, hiccups, anorexia, bloating/distension of abdomen, dysmenorrhoea, cold , arthritis , skin
problems etc.
 It’s a mild laxative, which corrects the flow of vata , antispasmodic , nervine ,
galactogogue , bronchodilator , expectorant
Therapeutic uses
1. Ginger, cumin, fennel, carom seeds, asafoetida + water - boil it and use this decoction for curing bloating abdomen, dysmenorrhoea, constipation etc.
2. Carom seeds with warm water or jaggery is a best cure for cold
3. Ajwain seeds infused in hot water and inhaled can remove nose blockage
4. Carom seeds used for oil massage can reduce rheumatic pain
5. Carom seed oil, clove oil + water - gargle it. It is good for bad breath, thus maintain oral hygiene.
Dr.Dini Gopinathan (PGDM 25)

-Niranjan Kumar (PGDM 25)

SOLITUDE
Never! My heart says
Never come in my way
Never again!!!
Else I will rip you in pain
You knew me, my every breath
That I loved him to my death
Still you kissed me tenderly on my cheeks
And left me suffer in pain for weeks
I knew I knew;
I’m one among the few
Who deserves to be shattered in vain
For the trust you have gained
Here I’m; at the edge of the world
Walking as a corpse, so lonely; so cold
Moving slowly as the world around me runs so fast
For love, which I’ve lost; for the lust, love and life
Jasmin Stella (PGDM 24)
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Tips to treasure
Hi friends
Let me ask one question!
Did you ever with nausea / indigestion / bloating abdomen / cough /
joint pain associated with swelling??
And what do you do for this... eating medicines..? If so now onwards,
kindly don't go behind all these unhealthy stuff. Go to your kitchen
and explore the medicinal value of the most commonly used spice,
“Ginger".
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Intake of ginger preferably with honey reduces the nausea associated
with morning sickness. Eating fresh ginger just before a meal helps to

BEING A STUDENT

stimulate your appetite and activate your digestive juices. It improves
the absorption and assimilation of nutrients in the body.

Have some ginger tea for throat pain, cough etc. It is anti diabetic,
anti inflammatory, anti hypertensive. That’s why, it even helps in
joint pain- inflammation conditions like osteoarthritis, viral arthralagia etc. When taken at the beginning of a cycle, it reduces menstrual
cramps. It delays aging, fights against various infections and also improves the immune system.
Dr. Dini Gopinathan (PGDM 25)

Beginning from the days of kindergarten, where the heart is still like a garden,
This is what I went through, in this spell what we call school
Where LKG and UKG were fun, coming to first was like a pointed gun.
Second and third went off fast, the fourth was there to last
In fifth they shifted gears, coming of age with half to full pants
Sixth and seventh were in a hurry, sports and science were added in a flurry
Eighth and ninth were the hardest of the pot, punishments and impositions were
written a lot
Then came tenth the king like a lotus, where only study was the main focus
Passing out from school was like a nightmare, as we did a lot that was not fair
But now I long for those days that fell, I cry for that spell what we call school
Life is a teacher and we always a student, with eleventh and twelfth it stayed prudent
Days were filled with theorems and elements, curious minds were set forth with
enrolment
To be graduated is what we longed, with every day and the years beyond,
Lovely and flair filled were those days that fell, we just thrived on our immortal
dreams
Settling with the life we stood, with every day opportune that bloomed
Eager minds were trained and pruned, commerce, tech and management were
taught and assumed
We the students were ought to meet, hence we at SCMS gathered like a fleet,
In union we believe, in valour we stand, with a lot to achieve, and everything is
planned
Classes we follow, assignments we write, the flow is shallow, but our future is
bright
And when we say this all, the day of convocation is near to fall,
To the world we proclaim with aplomb, we are the students connected with netcom
Being a student we always stay pudent, It will stay until this world is prudent,
and then we say... I am a student...We are students

Abhijith P. (PGDM 24)
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Lijin Narayanan (PGDM 24)

Don't want to say goodbye
I remember the times when you were there for me

through my many tears you helped me really see
that you always there for me
you stood close to me like a friend, there for me
until the end
I will never forget you, the things
you helped me through, I saw my inspiration, it is you
you were always there when I needed you
I now will always have great memories of you
You would ask me "how are you doing?"
I would say I'm fine
as tears start to form in my eyes
you always knew that I was really not fine
You are someone that I want to be like
I found out who that person is, that person is you
I hope that you remember me through your days
you have touched my heart in so many ways
I look up to you and I see a ray of sunshine
shining in on me
I knew God sent me one of his angels
when he sent you to me
You help me through it all
coming to save me every time I fall
If I could say one word that wouldn't
tell it all
I am so happy to have you with me
you helped me to really see what I couldn't see
You helped me to find the real me
you turned me into the beautiful person
I was meant to be.
If I say goodbye to you I will just fall apart
because you have always been in my heart
I don't want to lose you
you care about me and I care about you too
I remember the day I first met you and you met me
it was like it was really meant to be
you are someone I hold close to my heart
there I know that we will never be apart
Divya Raghunath (PGDM 24)
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Fall and the triumph
Lot of things to share, but I don’t know what and how to express it!!!.
I want to mention few things because people who have friends and teachers
will appreciate it. This story consists of three people, one boy and his friend (a
boy) and a good teacher. The boy through his friend and teacher came to realize that God reaches out to everyone in various form. The relation the boy
had with his friend was beyond friendship. He was a friend, a brother, a motivator because he played all these roles during various situations. The boy preferred to call him his best friend.
The boy belongs to a rich family from a small hamlet in Kerala. The boy’s family was well educated and lived a prosperous life. This boy did not have a vision in his life and was poor in studies as well. Typically as any concerned father, the boy’s father also thought of starting a business for his son. The boy
stopped his higher education and pursued the new business. He did well in
business and helped the business reach good heights. However, something
kept troubling him. All his brothers and family members were well educated.
Thus, he decided to pursue education again.
Decision to go back to studies was difficult for the boy, as he did not have an
aim in his life. Finally, he joined a college for graduation. During his college
days, he spent lavishly and enjoyed every moment of his college days. Exams
put him to trouble, as he was not able to perform well. After much struggle,
he managed to get a graduation degree. As all his brothers had a master’s degree, he decided to pursue masters. He joined a good reputed college but
failed miserably. At the same time, his father’s business ran into huge loss
and the business failed. This made the financial conditions worse. The boy
failed in the first year, which made matters worse.
The college gave another opportunity in order to continue his studies, but he
didn’t have the money to pursue this option. He tried convincing his family to
allow him to continue his education but, the family was opposed this decision. They wanted him to work so that he could earn for family. At the same
time, he also came to know that his father was cheated by his uncles due to
which his father lost the business. The boy finally decided that he would get
back the business his father lost. At this juncture his college friend who was
just a classmate became a companion in his life. His friend said he was ready
to finance his education. The boy after a deliberate talk with his dad and
thinking agreed to continue his studies.
His teacher came as a mentor in his life. She advised the boy and corrected
him in all aspects. She made sure the boy did well in his exams. She guided
him on the method to study so that he could improve. All this mentoring and
his best friend’s support helped him to do well in college. He later got placed
in a reputed company as well. His mentor was more than happy to hear this.
Thus friends and teachers changed my life. They taught me how to deal with
life. I believe god is present and they come to us through many forms.
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Demonetization impact on Indian stock market

Flash of Memories

On 8 November, our honorable PM Shri. Narendra Modi surprised the whole nation
as well as foreign investors by declaring that 86 % of nation’s money stock would no
longer be having any value for exchange and store. Along with everyone else, I was
also surprised and perplexed by this sudden move. The move to freeze a large part of
money stock had been expected to cripple the consumer oriented economy. (60 % of
GDP in India).

Closing my eyes
Resting my nerves
Journeyed to wild dreams
Walking with past footsteps
I learned about myself
More than anyone else

I read an article about the Monetary Approach to the Balance of Payments proposed
by the Nobel Laureate Robert Mundell. If we apply that to India’s demonetization, it
would mean fewer rupees in circulation, causing an appreciation of the currency and,
as households consume less, result in the accumulation of reserves in Central Bank.

Influencing my soul
To replenish all emotions
And cherish them in portions
Memories flashed

But here what actually happened was, the Nifty 50 index of large Indian companies
closed at 8561 on 31 January, returning to its pre demonetization level from a low of
7908 on 26 December. Also, the rupee traded against the dollar on 31 January became weaker than the 66.62 quoted on 8 November. This means that Indian Rupee
value got depreciated. Foreign currency assets with the Reserve Bank of India
amounted to $ 339 billion on 27 January, less than compared to November reserve.

With a light speed
Developing more greed
For each moment of them
Travelling I my world
Tears were in my eyes
Compressed in my heart.
Anand Rameshan (PGDM 24)

Momentous Memorabilia
“The best part about Life is that even people changes the memories never will”
I have had a lot of memories all through 25 years of my life, all
are special to me. Would like to share one such memorable incident.
Another major problem emerged when US FED rate was increased during demonetization time. After the demonetization move, foreign institutional investors were major sellers of equities because they thought of getting better returns from US and also
believed that this may create an economic slump. This move by US created a slump
and continued as the FED threatened to increase rates three times during 2017.
Global factor like US Fed rate increase actually supplemented the impact of domestic
factors in pushing down Indian equity prices.
According the Mundell, Looser policy at home (domestic), combined with tighter policy abroad (the Fed) should result in a weaker home currency and loss of foreign exchange holdings with the Central bank. And this is what happened in India. RBI recently held the interest rates without making any changes as expected by analyst of a
cut. This in turn resulted in the appreciation of Indian Rupee.

It was a bright Monday morning while I was pursuing my first
year of PGDM at SCMS Cochin School of Business. As usual, I got
ready for the college and started for a new day. When I reached
the campus I saw people rushing towards me shaking hands with
words such as “Congrats”, “All the best” etc. I was wondering
what happened to these people, especially when people whom I
have not even talked told me these. Couple of my batchmates
followed them and they told me that my photo was in the newspaper. I didn’t understand what they really meant. I rushed to
the place with eagerness (which I’ve never done earlier) to “The

India is an important market destination for investors in emerging markets. As they
factor in the relative impact of monetary factors in India and the US, it bodes well for
likely returns from Indian equities. And if Fed action is limiting the depreciation of
Indian currency then it is likely for India to earn returns to be attractive in dollar
terms.
Avinash S. Nair (PGDM 25)

Library”, the place where we all are enlightened with
knowledge . I took the newspaper and turned the pages in a hurry with anxiety. I was surprised when I saw that, it was a half
page article in the campus buzz of Malayala Manorama and Deccan Chronicle about me along with my favorite picture. That moment I felt as if I won a big award. It’s everyone’s dream to see
his or her picture in a newspaper apart from the “Obituary”
page. I thank Sanal Potty sir, the man behind fulfilling my dream.
This one will remain as the biggest honor and memory of my life.

“Life is short and life is long I might have long distance to cover I
don’t know, but I will carry the memories I had till I take my last
breath.”
PHOTO: AKSHAY R.(PGDM 25)
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Anandakrishnan B. (PGDM 24)

Memory and Ayurveda
Ayurveda is the science of life, a Science which deals with beneficial and non beneficial , happy and unhappy aspects of life and also among them, which is good for
a human being. It is the oldest science which is considered as the Upaveda of
Atharva Veda.
As we know solutions for all our problems are around us. It’s our duty to observe
rather than seeing. Ayurveda is one of the traditional treasure which has solutions
for all our problems. It mainly aims to maintain the health of a healthy person and
cure diseases of the patients.
Now-a-days all mothers complaint that their children have low memory power.
They don’t remember anything and are weak in studies. Even now elders also
suffer the same and are scared of diseases like Alzheimer. The main reason for it
is the sedentary life style in terms of food and regimen. Overuse of technology
has also led to bad impacts on body and mind.
In Ayurveda, there is a description of Medhya Rasayanas which
are the group of medicinal plants
with multi-fold benefits, specially
to improve memory and intellect.
It also provides immunity against
diseases, strength, complexion,
voice and digestive capacity. The
special herbs used include swarasa (juice) of Mandukaparni (Centella asiatica Linn; Malayalam – Muthil , Kudangal), the churna (powder) of Yastimadhu (Glycirrhiza glabra Linn; Malayalam - Erattimadhuram) in milk, the swarasa (juice) of all parts (roots, stem and flowers) of
Guduchi (Tinospora cordifolia (Wild) Miers; Malayalam -Chittamruthu) and kalka
(paste) of Shankhapushpi (Convolvulus pleuricaulis Chois; Malayalam - Shankhapushpam).
The changes of ageing are always degenerative in nature which is very beautifully
quoted by Acharya Sarangadhara. The childhood, growth, luster/beauty, intellect,
luster of skin, vision, sexual ability, physical ability, thinking ability and locomotion
starts to loss from the body with each passing decade. And its between 31 and 40
yrs that intellect starts to fade. So during that time medicinal drugs like Shankhapushpi (convalvulus pluricalis), Jyotishmati (Celestrus paniculata) are advised to
avoid this. Mere use of herbal medicines won’t help for memory retention. One
has to also follow daily regimen , seasonal regimen , Yoga etc. to be healthy.
Dr. Dini Gopinath (PGDM 25)

Not Disabled , Differently Abled
Once Nelson Mandela clearly said that , “To deny people their human right is to challenge their very humanity .”
Human Rights are those that a person should have in order to live
an honorable life as a human being. Some people, including people
who would conventionally be categorized as disabled, use phrases
like "differently abled" to refer to disabled people. This phrase is
used because it supposedly humanizes disabled people by focusing
on the abilities rather than on the impairments. Those who prefer
the phrase "differently abled" often see the terms "disabled" or
"disability" as potentially hurtful or offensive. "Dis" means "not," so
the argument goes, so calling someone "disabled" must mean that a
person is "unable to do anything," "incapable of ever doing anything
functional or useful/desirable either by others or by themselves,"
and therefore, it is wrong to call people disabled. This thought of
how words can build our perspective about others have often
baffled me.
The problem arises when the term "differently abled" is used to refer to an individual disabled person. I do not believe in referring to
disabled people as "differently abled" because this language only
serves to reinforce oppression of disabled people by systems that
marginalize atypical bodies/minds. Why ‘normal’, you may ask,
when they’re abnormal anatomically, physiologically or psychologically? Whenever you take a random sample of 1000, about 25 of
them would always be PWD’s. This means that their occurrence is a
normal phenomenon in a social sense, even if their individual conditions are anomalous.
The projects being carried out by the Special Talent Exchange Program (STEP) and UNESCO do not serve as charities, but as prudent
investments aimed at revitalizing a good chunk of the population
that has been unnecessarily made useless. Not only can we improve
the lives of the differently-abled and their families, we can empower
them to play an active role in nation-building.
Its high time, we should consider the disabled as the important
component of our society. Rather than looking down at them as disabled people we should consider them as people blessed with
different abilities. So lets all join hands to uplift the differently abled
sections of the society and bring a new ray of hope into their lives.
Irene Johnson (PGDM 25)
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MY JOURNEY AS A CHELSEA FAN

The War Cry

The War Cry
Time stands testimony to the war cry,

Chelsea Football Club, one of the best clubs in English Premier League is not just a club for me. It’s

The transition had begun

an emotion. I became a Chelsea fan because of the legend Frank Lampard. One of the goals he

Transition from human to the formidable beast,

scored against Barcelona in 2006, a goal from an impossible angle really fascinated me and that’s

The dance of death began,

when I started watching him. Eventually I started following the club he played for, which happened

And he stood there, amidst the ruins of his victory

to be Chelsea FC. I started watching most of Chelsea’s matches from 2008-09 season onwards. But I
was in 10th so I couldn’t watch all the matches. From 2009-10 season onwards I started watching

Ruminating over the destruction caused,

Chelsea closely and dearly. That season Chelsea won 2 major silverwares, Premier League and FA

The sigh of relief was nowhere to be found,

Cup under the Manager Carlo Ancelotti. But the next season they couldn’t win any trophies. Carlo

Satisfaction was miles away from him,

Ancelotti was sacked that season after he had a bust up with the club owner Roman Abramovic.

Destiny was waiting for him, to be fulfilled.

Next season, Andre Villas Boas took charge as the Manager and he also got sacked after 8 months

The wars didn’t stop, they raged on like a wildfire

because the team results were bad. And Interim Manager Roberto Di Matteo took charge that season. Chelsea managed to win the FA Cup that season after defeating Liverpool for 2-1. That was not

Devouring everything on its path,

the end of that season. Chelsea with their luck and sheer passion managed to defeat teams like Na-

As the slaughtering continued, rivers began to

poli, Barcelona and Benefica to reach the Champions League final where they had to face Bayern

bleed…

Munchen. As a Chelsea fan, I was really happy to have seen that the club defeated Barcelona that

He bathed in gore and not in the glory he wished

season, as Chelsea could overcome the bitter experience they had when they faced Barcelona in

for.

2009 Champions League Semi-finals. In 2012, I was really looking forward to see Barcelona getting
knocked out and that’s exactly what happened in that season. Fernando Torres got past Victor Val-

Realisation began to draw close, it hit him hard

des to give Chelsea a berth in Champions League final after 4 years. That night in Munich, no Chel-

and square,

sea fan could control their joy. Thomas Muller gave Bayern a lead in the 83 rd minute and I was so

The transition began again,

much disappointed, but I kept faith in the team and Drogba, in the 89 th minute equalized for Chel-

From the formidable beast to the human.

sea. I was so happy that I broke a vase during my celebration. That night will remain the greatest

Sun rose from its deep slumber to usher in a new

night in the minds of Chelsea players and fans.

day, a new page to add in history.

In 2012-13 season, Roberto Di Matteo was also sacked because of poor results and Chelsea ap-

The rise of the king.

pointed Rafael Benitez as the Interim Manager that season. That season they managed to win another European trophy, UEFA Europa League. Chelsea are the only English team who have won all

Susmitha Surendran (PGDM 25)

the major European trophies. All the Chelsea fans were in for a treat next season. The best manager
of Chelsea FC, Jose Mourinho rejoined Chelsea after getting sacked in 2007. But Jose Mourinho got
sacked again in 2016-17 season after he had a series of bad results. It was really sad to see him go
because he gave us another Premier League
title after he rejoined.
He already won 2 title
with Chelsea back in
2004-05 and 2005-06
season. 2016-17 season
was the worst season I
have ever witnessed.
Out from Champions
PHOTO: AFNAB K. MUHAMMED(PGDM 25)

League, the team fin-

th

ished 10 in the league table. It was a disastrous season. The next season, new manager got appointed. Antonio Conte, Italian Manager. Started the season with a bang, but he faced troubles
when they faced Arsenal and Liverpool. Both these teams defeated us and those defeats changed
the whole equation around Chelsea team. Conte changed the team formation, team mentality,
team training etc. It was really evident from the next few matches. I saw a whole different Chelsea
after that defeat to Arsenal. Quick counter attacks and great defending. 13 consecutive wins. 13
games we won until Tottenham defeated us. I have never seen Chelsea play like this since the day I
became a Chelsea fan. Now, each and every match I watch with a mentality that, “It’s Conte, he
knows how to win the match.” Conte has not only changed the teams’ mentality, but also the fans’
mentality. That transformation is something remarkable. With only 11 games remaining this season, I’m sure that the team will win the Premier League title (5 th title) with a massive point difference. As currently, we are on a 10 point difference with the 2 nd placed team, all because Conte
changed the formation and the tactics. Next season we will be back in the Champions League and
I’m pretty sure that we’ll be geared up with a view
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PHOTO: AKSHAY R.(PGDM 25)

AWAKE, ARISE
Life seems atrocious these days. Technologically advanced modern world is
lagging behind in terms of justice and all other moral values. If the society
can ensure the basic rights and justice to all devoid of caste, colour, creed,
gender etc., discriminations can be evaded to an extent. People often fail to
identify the humaneness which makes man unique from other beings. The
accelerated rate of crimes against the marginalised communities executed by
the power structures delineates the impending degeneration of human race.
With all these being rampant, the issues faced by women also should be considered with special emphasis.
Today, this moment, is good, even if past has snatched away some of it, to
think and to act. Unfortunately some of our fellow beings are denied the
ability to live a complete life and be able to perform all actions fluidly, free
from discomfort, pain and disease. They are threatened because of the
colour of their skin, the dress they wear and their dreams. As Martin Luther
King puts it, to judge them, “by the conduct of their character.” The
commodification of female body and the irreverence and injustice meted out
to them show the moral degeneration of our society. A high level is not a
measure of the character, a lipstick coated lips are not inviting anybody, a

ANGEL M. B.(PGDM 25)

bindi doesn’t mean to be stared at, her hair might be short but her values are
high. People who could bow in front of Goddesses in temple fail to respect
the women in their society. The ‘people’ include both men and women who

Willingdon Island

have no regard for others.
We have campaign held along with various other innovative ways of protests

A place that I always like is the largest manmade island in India,

to mark our hatred and anger against the violence against women. But we

Willingdon

often close our eyes towards realising the root causes of all the injustice. Les-

Island. It was

sons should be given by the parents who could guide their offspring's

built during

through the right path. Education should liberate us. It should enable the stu-

the construc-

dents to distinguish between the good and evil. The cultured society should

tion of mod-

not make them feel that women are inferior or destitute. The change of atti-

ern

Kochi

tude should come from our side. All the writings can only influence you but

Port

during

you are the decision makers. “A man is great by deeds, not by birth”, re-

1936.

The

minds Chanakya. We should not turn our faces against the grim realities, you

island

was

can do it only until it happens to your loved ones. So let us join our hands to

made by fill-

work for the upliftment of our society against all disparities and embrace di-

ing dredged

versity in all forms.

soil from Vembanad lake around small existing island by the British
Vishnu Mohan (PGDM 25)

engineer Robert Bristow. It is named after the First Earl of Willingdon,
then Viceroy of India. The island soon developed into one of the busiest port in South India. An aerodrome was constructed by Royal Air
Force during the Second World War. It is one of the few islands in India which is connected by all modes of transportation; road, rail, waterways and airways.
It is situated between the West Kochi and the city of Cochin. It is home
to many high end hotels like Casino,Taj etc. It also holds a strategic
position as it is the headquarters of Southern Naval command of Indian navy. The port of Kochi is situated in the island. Island still has one
of the best roads in Kochi even though it was constructed during the
British rule. Harbour terminus, one of the oldest railway station in Kochi is situated here. It is one of the most silent place in the city of Kochi as port, is now losing its importance day by day.
Christopher T.J. (PGDM 25)

PHOTO: Sajumon R.D. (PGDM 25)
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ARRIVAL
Stephan Fry, actor and comedian, once said “a true thing, poorly expressed, is a
lie”. The point being that there is no thought without expression, no content
without form. An idea however preformed does not really exist, until you can
write it down or visualize it.
To watch Denis Villeneuve Arrival, is to watch a film maker in command of the
language, his ideas, which is to say that he has a firm grasp on craft. I can’t really tell how soothing this is for me as a filmgoer to feel that, the film industry is
in the hands of someone who knows why a film is constructed the way it is. So
much of today’s film making is all over the place to the point where the viewer
has to exert themselves more to compensate for a lack of focus.
In this way, I think Arrival is the perfect response to the bad movies that we see so
much. Arrival does right
it is effective and impactful and it does this
by focusing on the very
thing that effects and
impacts us which is
LANGUAGE.
The film is based on the
award-winning novella
‘Story of Your Life’ by
Ted Chiang which was
published in 1998, almost two decades ago.
It is one of the best
movies of the year, a
moving, gripping film
with startling twists and
imagery. It deserves
serious treatment as a
work of art. The idea of
Arrival is to show how language shapes reality. It basically tells what the linguists and philosophers of language has to say, which is, we do not experience
the same reality. The basic things are the same but these basic things change or
shift based on the grammar and words the we used to describe it.
What makes the film really special is how the director takes the audience
through the film. He has full control on the audience, he makes the audience
think the way he wants to think. The plot of the movie is that when twelve mysterious spacecraft appear around the world, Linguistics Professor Louise Banks
(Amy Adams) is tasked with interpreting the language of the apparent alien visitors. But what I really feel that Arrival is more than a movie which talks about
language or relation, as one of the reviewer wrote it is an “ode to globalization”.
The film has a global production team, which has the combination of creative
people of different cultures working together. Villeneuve is a French Canadian,
Jóhann Jóhannsson, the film’s composer is Icelandic. The film’s editor, Joe Walker, is British. Arrival even makes great use of the track “On the Nature of Daylight” by Max Richter, a German born British composer. It is impossible not to
view the film through a global lens right now as we can see the US election results and the Brexit vote and soon the possibility that other countries could
soon follow this trend and isolate themselves from the rest of the world. Arrival
suggests that doing so is self-destructive. In the end Arrival is all about language, relationship and globalization.

Abhishek Jayakumar (PGDM 25)
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Business & Memories
The riddle between experience and memory is something that has been
baffling everyone. Aren’t the experience and the memory of the experience the same thing? They are not. And this is the most important concept related to luxury brands. Unlike supermarket products and neighbourhood restaurants, for which price, utility, and availability are important; the vital ingredient for success in luxury product and service
segments is consumer experience.
Advertising executive Andrew Sacks works with clients in the affluent
market. Recently, Sacks during a presentation at an industry conference
he discussed the importance of "experience" in the luxury market. Most
consumers have a list of things they would like to purchase. However,
affluent consumers are more interested in deeper and more meaningful
experiences in their interactions with the products and services they
buy. The lesson for luxury goods marketers is that they need to satisfy
the needs of the ‘Experiencing Self’ so that consumers are drawn to
them; while they also provide experiential change that the
‘Remembering Self’ can use to create memories which will bring those
consumers back again.
Luxury automobiles are a good fit for the experiencing / remembering
self approach. Luxury cars with their features and accessories delight
the Experiencing Self. The Remembering Self, however, needs more
help. Sacks gave an example of an experiential change that can affect
memory—the transformation of the luxury dealership from an ordinary
car showroom to a multi-dimensional “temple.” Transforming the
showroom’s sensory experiences and elevating the quality of interaction between dealership personnel and the consumer are changes that
are likely will be remembered. Daniel Kahneman, a Nobel laureate,
made the following distinction about how experience and memory
affect our future behaviour: “We actually don't choose between experiences, we choose between memories of experiences. And even when
we think about the future, we don't think of our future normally as experiences. We think of our future as anticipated memories.”
The establishment of long-term memory depends on a memory consolidation process, during which new connections are formed among neurons. According to Gleitman, Reisberg, and Gross (psychologists), the
final phase of this process is retrieval, the point at which we draw information from storage and use it in some fashion. In order to demonstrate the extreme importance of memory to behaviour and life, let’s
take a look at one extreme case of memory failure. The video and article named “Life without Memory” and “The Abyss” respectively is
about Mr. Clive Wearing who is a British musicologist, conductor, and
keyboardist suffering from an acute and long lasting case of anterograde amnesia. In 1985, Wearing was stricken with viral encephalitis
which damaged his brain and left him with a profound memory deficit.
Wearing has lost the most important memory; the memory that relates
himself to the past and projects him into the future. Despite having only a moment-to-moment consciousness, Wearing still recalls how to
play the piano and conduct a choir, even though he has no recollection
of having received a musical education.
Hafiz Rahman (PGDM 25)

On Nature’s Trail
On 20th June 2016, Shankar, Ancy and I, the three Interns, walked into the

Few days passed in the office trying to understand the company and its activi-

Corporate Office of BOS Natural Flavours at Perumbavoor. It was 8:15 am, 15

ties. Meanwhile, I was impatiently waiting for the ride to explore Idukki. One

mins before our reporting time, quiet obvious for first day interns. Reception-

day the company guide told that now we should start our data collection. Yip-

ists told that Mr. Sreekanth, our company guide, was in a meeting and would

pee….Along with Shankar, I gathered up the requisite data so as to where to

be coming soon. The couch we were seated was cosy and I was trying con-

visit, whom to what all to ask. Then our company guide Sreekanth helped us

sciously to maintain best body posture. I’ve heard and read about how Man-

out, he suggested the place of visit for us and even arranged a stay in case we

agers observe candidates’ posture through CCTVs, and there I found one right

couldn’t cover the given locations in a day.

above my head.
We had to cover the spices producing panchayats of Kattapana, namely; KanAs I sat there, thoughts just started flashing in my mind of how I reached this

chiyar, Upputhara, Ayyapankovil, Chakkupallam and the stay was arranged at

office. A kind of remorse lie somewhere in my mind for not being able to get

Puttady near to the spices park, where BOS has a warehouse and a drying &

into an automotive company, because that was what I was aspiring for. With

powdering centre. My travel goal was to talk to the spice traders of Kattapana

an Automobile Engineering background and never ending passion for cars

about the spices inflow with respect to the seasonal variations and to under-

and bikes, internship in an automobile sector was what I wanted. I tried with

stand the basic layout of supply chain linkages. While Shankar had to meet the

all my zeal and vigour to contact the company representatives requesting an

fertilizer dealers in the same locations for his project.
Me and Shankar, planned our ‘business visit’ on Monday, 27th of June and I
informed the same to Prof. Varma Sir, my project guide, who gave a thumps up
for the visit. We started from Thodupuzha, my home town, at around 9:30 am.
The route planned was via Kulamavu, Cheruthoni, Idukki, and Kattapana. The
ride was on my 2011 model Pulsar after a triumphing victory over my parent’s
objection.

The ascent to hill ranges starts from Arakkulam and then it is more than a dozen hairpin bends spread across 54 Kms to reach Idukki, all through a thick green
corridor. One could never get bored riding this route. But, I had to be extra
careful and never exceeded the speed limits, as the road was wet and slippery

internship opportunity, but I received no positive replies. In this quest for internship, I made contacts with senior executives of many reputed automobile
companies and I also learnt how to write a ‘bad news’ letter from all the mails
I received. While my strive was reaching nowhere, SCMS placement cell
came to my rescue. They helped me with an internship opportunity in BOS
Natural Flavors, a manufacturer, supplier and exporter of Botanical, Organic
& Spice ingredients. Here I was at BOS Natural Flavors with the help of the
placement cell. After a little wait we were ready to meet Mr Sreekanth, a
senior yet young manager of Supply ChainManagement department. He then
briefed us about the company and the internship topics. Ancy was assigned
with a topic that required little or no travelling at all. We, Shankar and Me,
were told that our projects would require some serious travelling. Around

due to the rain and droppings from the trees by the road. Moreover, “Safety of

where..? Yes, I heard it right. Idukki district… for collecting data from the spic-

the pillion rider is the responsibility of the rider”. We both were geared up with

es traders.

the riding essentials and had a raincoat to counter the monsoon. Our ears started feeling the pull as we were riding up the hills. On the way we stopped at Na-

Many thoughts rushed into my mind, yes it’s a chance for me to pursue my

dukani, a spot where the whole of Moolamattom and parts of Thodupuzha can

passion in another direction; travelling, riding, visiting the interior parts of

be seen. When I reached, I felt I needed to play the role of a typical native guy

Idukki district and all being ‘on duty’! It would be a work combined with fun.

who knows the place. Just as I started, Shankar said he has been to this place

The earlier mentioned remorse soon started to fade away somewhere in the

earlier. So I asked him if it was a nice spot and refrained from further embar-

mists of the Idukki hill ranges.

rassment.
By 10:30 am we reached Kulamavu, and it was misty and chill with light driz-

Mr Sreekanth, then guided us to a room which looked like a conference

zling, a perfect combo for any ride addict. We stopped at random spots and

room. And told that this will be our workspace for the next three months. I

clicked couple of selfies, hoping to boast to my friends about the trip. Through

looked around and there I found the same cosy leather couches, the type we

most of the trip to Kattapana, I was trying to capture the scenic beauty of na-

were seated on, in the reception. Oh God, do I’ve to maintain that tight pos-

ture. But at some point I realized that this beauty of nature couldn’t be cap-

ture from 8 in the morning to evening 5 o’clock? Above all, what would it do

tured in its full glory with these mechanical eyes. Some things are meant to be

to the one for whom, the metal chair and wooden desks in classrooms

seen or experienced directly. With this realization creeping in, I started enjoying
the nature unconditionally, for myself.

were more than enough for deep naps? We did try to keep the tight rigid
poses for first two days. And then gradually, circumspectly, we were shifting

As we were enjoying the ride, we were suddenly made to feel like an actor do-

our poses. Again a few days and we were sitting as if we were at our home.

ing an advertisement for CEAT tubeless tyres. This was because a
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gentle auto rickshaw driver, who had to take a turn without any sort of prior indica-

impossible to sleep, so we plugged the headsets.

tions, jumped in front of us. I kept all the words that came in, to myself, but he didn’t return that gesture. He, without any hesitation, displayed his flair in blending
the words together. His skill in permutations and combinations with words baffled
us. I wondered, even with the technology and developments in communications
sector, why these kinds were unheard of. The incident reminded me of the CEAT
commercial, “Streets are filled with idiots.” A perfect ad for Indian markets.
At Kattapana, after having a quick lunch, we started off in search of Upputhara a
vital location for our visit. It was about 26 Kms from Kattapana and the climate
which favoured us till that moment, turned upside down. It started to rain and the
droplets felt like stones on my face. Shankar tried hard to hide himself behind my
mediocre figure. Enjoying all these we reached Upputhara. As we reached we felt
something strange. All the shops were closed as if it was a Sunday(off day for markets). We enquired to a local guy and to our astonishment, it was indeed a Sunday
for Uppputhara. All the estate employees come to the market on Sundays, hence
the shops will be open on all Sundays and remain closed on Mondays. To our relief
it was not the same for all Panchayats, so we still had the chance to meet traders in
other Panchayats. So we set off again and met some traders of Ayyapankovil and

The plan for next day was shortened to visit traders in Upputhara, due to

Kanchiyar.

the unaccommodating attitude of the rain. After collecting the required data, we started from Upputhara accompanied with intermittent drizzling. But

By the time we finished our interactions it was getting late and there was another

after a few kms down the road, it started to rain very heavily; the previous

half an hour ride to Puttady. The rain which started earlier hadn’t pulled back yet,

day rain were much better!!! It felt as if the clouds were under some

the temperature was dropping and our rain gear was not holding well against it.

monthly target pressure. And there were no hide outs to seek. A couple of

After reaching BOS warehouse facility at Puttady, drenched in rain, we were guided

kilometres like that and the might of the rain receded. This new route to

to our room by a staff. Puttady is a place known for its heavy chilling winds. ften

Thodupuzha from Upputhara via Wagamon, runs mostly through Tea plan-

the sound of wind made us feel like, a tornado is on the way. But for the people

tations with only few houses and shops. But there were some breath taking

there, it was normal. Every strong wind, was accompanied with a power failure .

spots that I believe one should visit at least once in his/ her life time. For
one of the spots there was this beautiful aerial view of the tea plantations
with roads running across disorderly and the fogs dancing to the commands
of lordly wind. There was a milestone at the tip point. I sat there for a few
minutes in the light rain, with only the nature around me. This was when, I
decided to try writing something like a travelogue on this. milestone at the
tip point. I sat there for a few minutes in the light rain, with only the nature
around me. This was when, I decided to try writing something like a travelogue on this.

The temperature dipped drastically after 7 pm and it was getting unbearable. A
short ride of 1 km to have dinner felt uncommonly long. With frozen hands, in icy

It just occurred to me, how beautifully our lives are designed by the almighty. I had lost my faith, when I couldn’t get a chance to intern in an automotive industry. It’s true that life pays us back. As a WhatsApp message
reads “it gives us what we deserve, not what we desire” and sometimes
what we deserve is more beautiful than what we desired for. This internship
has taught me to be flexible along with an opportunity to explore one of the
most beautiful places on earth. It taught me how, finding a passion to work
is important to stay motivated. It gave me an experience to share.
NB: The travel mentioned here above was strictly for official purpose and
cannot be taken as a recreational visit.
Sethu Sankar (PGDM 24)

PHOTO: Sethu Sankar
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Fall Out
She smiled at me with a sparkle in her eye and I smiled back. But she did not notice that my smile was an empty one. Why should she? She was lost in her little
world of joy, one I was now an outsider too. It was not the first time that this has
happened. I doubt it will be the last. It’s been so long since she was so genuinely
happy that I found it hard not to be swept away in her eyes and her smile. But
how could I?
This happiness of hers, this life that had infused her, it was not something I could
share in. Though she whispered that she was mine, her words could not hide the
rotten truth. Her heart had already moved on to another. Perhaps I was just paranoid, perhaps I just refused to believe, but it was hard to ignore what was
burned into my eyes, the sight of her with another.
I didn't believe it. I didn't want to even consider the idea of it all. We were in
love, were we not? How could our precious bonds be so meaninglessly cast aside
like this? I who had stayed by her side even as our life together touched the
heavens and drowned in the depths, I could not fathom this vast gulf that suddenly sprang into life between us.
What was wrong with me, I wondered. I brooded upon what I saw and sought
the aid of a few friends. It was so easy to say that I was investigating on behalf of
another, until what emerged was an ugly picture of an otherwise handsome
man.
He looked a little like me. He had the same height, and the same build and even
shared a few of my interests apparently. It was of little solace. This caricature of
me was however able to ensnare her from my side, and that was unforgivable.
Had I become so blind to what she was doing, what she was feeling that I could
not see her drifting away into the arms of another? Had I become so selfabsorbed that my life and my love had been stolen away by this thinly disguised
doppelganger? Should I be relieved that even in infidelity, her choice was someone a little like me? I had no answers to this maelstrom of confusion, pain and
rage.
She made me tea today. It was just like always. Same tea, same milk, same sugar; and yet the tea had become tasteless, a thing of ash and dust that refused to
quench my thirst. Did she make him tea too?
I wanted to hold her. I wanted to hurt her. I wanted to chain her to my side. I
wanted to punish her for daring to do this. I wanted to ask her why. I wanted to
kiss her until we both fainted from lack of air. I wanted to do a hundred things,
but I didn't know what to do. And so I did nothing, Is love not enough? Have I
become boring? Why does she not admit that I am no longer in her thoughts?
Why does she simply pretend that we are still together, that our relationship is
not in shambles? Does she get some perverse enjoyment out of this?

I smiled at her. For once it was a happy smile, I thought. Because in the end, I
knew how she thought, and she loved spectacle. Today would be another spectacle. I could feel it in my bones. And our little invisible game would finally end.
Like a firework, our love would have one last flash of light and fire before it
burned out and crashed. And I too resolved to end things. One way or another,
she and I would be in different worlds tomorrow and forever.
We went out cheerfully that night. I was in my best costume, and she in hers.
And we did our elaborate play. Shakespeare had a quote about the world?
Something about the world being a stage and all humans being mere actors?
Today, I told myself, I will perform flawlessly.
We went to that one restaurant. It was at the top of a skyscraper, an expensive
place that we had gone to perhaps three times in as many years. We ordered
our favourites and as we waited, we spoke like old times. It was nostalgic, as
we acted like new lovers, glancing at each other and smiling almost secretly.
Our hands danced upon the little table in the candlelight and our eyes met
whenever our hands touched. It was sweet and innocent and all too bitter upon my tongue. Still, I drank in that feeling, of love and romance and the pleasure of dining
with
that woman,
with
her. We ate
leisurely,
talking
about this
and that. I
felt
the
wonderful
high of love
once more.
Even now
she refused to leave my thoughts. Was it her I hated now or myself? I did not
know anymore.
We had our meal, and we had our drink and it was time to finish up the night.
We walked up to the roof. It was a quiet place, a little garden of peace atop the
chaos of city.
"This place really is peaceful" she said. I agreed with a hum, wrapping my arms
around her shoulders. She let her head fall to the side and onto me. She was so
warm. I leaned forward and breathed in the scent of her hair. A thousand
memories flashed through my mind. Even now she set my heart on fire. It
seemed that even with everything that had happened, even in my pain, what
my head threw away, my heart held onto still.
"Tonight was wonderful" I said, softly. She stepped out of our semi embrace
and turned towards me.

She smiled her happy smile again today. She asked me what was wrong. I told
her that work was getting difficult. She laughed at me. She gently brought her
forehead to mine and stared into my eyes.

"Yes, it has been too long." And she smiled again. I felt a hundred different
things again and smiled back.

"Don't worry. Everything will be fine." I smiled back hollowly. When she kissed
me, I wondered where else her lips had been. My love had become hate.

"I have something to tell you" she said. She took a breath, working up her courage . It was how she was, and I knew her well. But I couldn't really say that
now, could I?

I entertained thoughts of revenge. I wondered what she would feel if I found my

own woman. Maybe somebody else could fill the void in my heart that she had
been in. But I couldn't do it. I was drowning in this doubt and hate, but I couldn't
entertain the same betrayal that she had committed. Was it lingering love or
spite?
"I was thinking we should go out sometime." Her cursed voice still made my
heart beat faster. Why do I still love her so much?
"Oh? You haven't said that for a while." She had gone out without me for a while
now. Not that she ever remained alone for long of course. Who did I hate more?
The stranger, or the traitor?
"I know, and I want us to go together, enjoy a night out. We can bring back some
of the old magic. What do you say?"

I smiled again. I turned my head and looked at the city with its light and its
sound. And I looked at the face of the one I cared for the most. "It's okay. I understand" I said.
She blinked in confusion before something like realization set in. She opened
her mouth to say something. I didn't give her the chance. I leaned forward and
hugged her, a short and sweet reminder of what was and might have been.
And before she could gather her wits, I had pulled myself atop the ledge. She
looked up at me in bewilderment. I laughed a little. Even now I could surprise
her. It felt nice to know that.
"I love you anyway." And I jumped as her startled and panicked cry reached my
ears, I sighed one last time. The things I do for lo….
M. Varun Menon (PGDM 24)
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