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Lockdown Laurels

CELEBRATING
STUDENT
CREATIVITY

During the COVID-19 lockdown, Maharani Kasiswari College students turned
adversity into opportunity. Confined to their homes, they channelled their
emotions and experiences into powerful writings. We proudly present a
captivating collage of their work, showcasing resilience and creativity. These
talented students transformed isolation into inspiration, and we commend their
determination. Maharani Kasiswari College congratulates its students on this
remarkable achievement. Their voices echo hope and positivity, transcending the
challenges of the pandemic.




*My Lockdown Days* Do you wanna know about my lockdown days, | will tell you but let
me think about some ways . | was happy when the schools were closed, No classes, no
homeworks and no study load. But staying at home all day long and nothing to do, It was
irritating sometimes and it was so boring too. No friends to meet, not allowed to go
outside and play, | used to play all alone by making toys with my modeling clay. There was
a fear all around and elders were worried too much, What will happen with our future if the
situation remains as such. But then started our online classes which no one had
experienced before, No one knew anything about this and what does it has in store. We
started learning and meeting our friends without even going to school, There was nothing
physical but the virtual classroom was also cool. | am now happy to get back to the normal
physical classroom days, But | do miss that lockdown period and cherish the memories in
my own ways.
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Madhurima Mitra)

The COVID-19 pandemic had a profound global impact, but personally, it presented a
complex mix of benefits and drawbacks. As a new mother, | cherished quality time with my
child and her father, although the travel ban prevented our extended family from visiting
us in the United States. Initially, staying home and connecting with loved ones provided
comfort, but prolonged isolation fueled anxiety about the future. Terms like pandemic,
lockdown, and quarantine evoked fear, while Chicago's once-thriving downtown became
deserted due to job losses and economic downturn. This experience reinforced the
importance of family and health as life's most precious assets, highlighting the need for
empathy towards others

Ujiani Mitra
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Stained Memories

You almost cried in the afternoon;
afternoon, yes, because your nights
has only been able to afford your sleep.
so, you almost cried in the afternoon
seeing sickness sitting on your daughter's face,
a type resembling your dead mother,
and even with your helplessness.
yvour fear sits in your hazel eyes,
and your eyes on my hands, shivering
with all nails bitten to skin, and to blood,
making and staining another generation
of the memories.
you put selves of yours in me
and tell me that i look like you.
turning me into a territory of your youth
with shreds of stained memories
hanging out of my sleeves,
leaving me to own all of it,
as if it is mine, but, as if it is not.
shruti, memories stained with the blood of others, and of otherness.

Shruti Tripathi






