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Srijan Sangam: An Introduction

Srijan Sangam, a confluence of creativity, is a unique
project of the Kavya Foundation. It is a funfair of art
and literature. We aim to bring together creative
heads and hearts from all over the world, and
provide them stage to showcase their talents.
Television and the internet are flooded with talent
shows, but they all intend to find the most talented
artist there is. Srijan Sangam, on the other hand,
wants to bring out the best artist in each of us.

Srijan Sangam is the celebration of the free spirit
of an artist. There is no competition, no judgement,
no comparison here. The artists and the literati who
took part in this carnival were encouraged to choose
the medium of expression they loved most —
painting, writing, dance, singing, instrument playing,
photography — and speak their hearts. This brought
out the essence of creativity and originality in their
works.

The response to Srijan Sangam was simply
overwhelming. We received entries from 4 countries

and 14 Indian states. Over 150 people sent in around
500 works. Except few, all the works are included in
the magazine and the videos (for music and dance)
as our aim is to give the widest exposure to the
maximum number of artists. (The ones left out did
not meet the criteria of selection.) Another amazing
fact is that the artists come from a wide range of age
groups: the youngest 4, the oldest 84. Also, they are
from various socio-economic backgrounds and
professions. There are students, homemakers, IT
professionals, retired officers, business persons, etc.
Such a diversity of individuals and talents has
made Srijan Sangam a unique festival whose
fragrance is going to delight us for a long time.
Above all, through this festival we want to remind
everyone that creativity is the very fountain of
beauty and joy, and this fountain is right within us.
Keep drinking from it, and you will live a fulfilled life.

Dr. Archana Agrawal
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Thinking about You

Anmoljit Singh

Oh! | wished you knew
| need you here.

Not alone on your wall,

Wasting up these tears.

Deep down you're the sun, the moon, and the stars
kneeled down in prayers.

There's a picture | drew.

You smiled into a jest.

Should I still love you?

While you're a work in progress,

don't colour me a farewell.

I'm still here,

come and caress all walks, talks, and letters.

And | know it's a lot

when your thoughts bleed.

Just look at you, you're so blessed.

Alive on the street, waiting to let go of everything.

These days | think of you.

These nights can't make me sleep.

You call them friends?

They disappear without a note, without a clue!
| wished you knew what | know

that these times are just stairs

even if I'm not here.

All things that you fought,
people who made you weep,
| know it's a lot.

But I'm still here to bleed to
please you.
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One Day: Sooner or Later
Dikshita Sharma

Eventually, many centuries have passed

in the hopeless desire to uncover this hidden pain.
And, in the shower of unpredictable love,

the barren land of my restless soul will be nourished
again.

Maybe today or tomorrow, the blank pages

of the unwritten book will shine

with pearl-like words.

Along with the doors of unlocked cages,

locked with a secret code, will reopen

for imprisoned birds.

The day is about to come

which is expected in the unexpected world,
perhaps like a fraud.

So, call up all your subdued kith and kin

to kill that blood-soaking trauma

with your sword.
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The Colour of Me

Aryan Thakur

If you don't feel what | feel,
you're not kind enough.

Don't think how | think? >
Not wise enough. 2 WE‘ﬂQﬁTWWWﬂ.

Be like me ) F @ S @ et o @,
or no point in being. , T IT GG T 1Y e ST
See how | see it N &

or no pointin seeing. | IS W R A v e 2
' S S I8 el ket sma,

Keep following me

night and day. - . AT
Walk my walk 2 T TR AR ATEr qet T Fe,

or stay away. ‘ T TG A J&! G Hsied ST,

Be painted in my colour 2 Wied IR @ FH G, 37
g 3 <) ’ \3,
or live in shades. el Fotl aegg & dve ST,

Painting: Pawan Ku mar




One Call and Visit
Ruchika Gupta

If heaven had a telephone,

| would call you everyday and

would tell you all the little things

| always wanna say.

If heaven had visiting hours,

| would come everyday.

| wanna make sure you are OKAY.

| wanna love you all the possible ways | can.
| wanna see you happy with a glowing face.
You know what makes me sad?

This DISTANCE and SPACE.

| wanna play with you as we played before.

| wanna take care of all your health.

| wanna share all the secrets | have kept.

| wanna comb your hair once more.

| wanna hug you so tight and never let you go far.
| wanna hold your hand forever.

| wanna feel your presence, that touch and smile.
| wish these hours go by slow.

| wish | could have you back in my life.

But God obviously needs you more than I.

And it's time to go back home.

Photo: Vaibhav Agrawal
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The Dream
Shilpa Naungariya

| remember this dream that | had.
| flew away from these walls.

My eyes opened wide,
by the glimpse of you taking me on.

Life in new sky with
your wings flying high!

You touched and it felt so real.
My season changed, breeze to storm.

You said just, "Let it be, it's alright!"
..as We ran away...

| woke up behind these walls.
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you? : _
You seem to be so hurt that you can't smile witho
You seem burdened with some unknowing fears. -
~ You want to scream but you don't know why. (-~
‘ '@,W&u want to get out but you don’t know k
~ Youare afraid to be vulnerable in front of the wo
3 ~ You are afraid that they will judge
They will mock you.
Bt Yet, . .
.?; w Bihe same time, you want sol the curls of her hair,

N But there is no one, ) ) - . ey n.tryair. B
X . T ud ssible impossibilities,

- Soyou 5
v hings, unsaid and unlearnt.

in is everlasting and no pai
ith every pain, you will come up

9 c uﬁave gone through highs and loy
- Isn'titenough? :




 They say, "“tis your paste’_,
~ Thatservesyou agony}%tearif '
- Forl must've been cynical, unfai
~ Butlain't remember doing noth
However, | concede my being rug
But what has she done ever to defy
_ thatyou're so harsh, so cruel?
'Has she deceived someone or ever cursed

i One said, “She is unblessed, an |mped|ment r»"f .
She’s killed her father, devastated the pedigree!” " '
- The spears of her words pierced my heart, for shé«as_
~Is this her crime?
The God is no God, the motheris no mother.
& . Both ditched, showed no mercy to the fallen Angel.

g,
]
@ut I'm happy because she knows not anything. : *j:ir
.sGrleves not on her loss. L
o3

Al

R
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Solace in Your Arms
Kanika Panghal

When you stepped in | was drowned in qualms.
Little did | know that | would find solace in your arms.

Mesmerized by your persona, my eyes stopped blinking.
| hoped your love to be more than just my wishful thinking.

To embrace our unusual affinity exchange, a part of me still struggles.
The rest of me attempts to chop and change, stating life isn't all beer and skittles. »

]

It fills me with glee that there's no wheeling and dealing.
What's between us is everything warm and healing.

Not certain if | am gonna win this love spree,
but surely | lost to you, a part of me...

Sketching: Garima Bajaj
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The Unending
Slide

Jaskirat Kaur

Enjoying that one day at
Horrorland, out of those ten
slides, | didn’t know why | and my
friend Perk chose the one that
said, “Don’t pick the doom slide
or you'll slide forever and ever” Or
was it that the slide chose us?

As we entered, the slide
turned out to be super fast
initially, and soon | was being
crushed and masticated by some
white giants, extracting all my
blood out. After which came a
pink hairy man who sprayed a
nectar on me that assembled me
into a bolus. But soon he pushed
me further down the slide that
was even steeper.

Soon | found Perk again, and
together we slid down in endless
darkness and silence. Perk
shouted, "Kit, are you there?"
Before | could answer, | felt like
the walls closing in and we
getting compressed. | was having

my life's worst ever sliding
experience. Maybe this was really
the last slide I'd ever go down to.

Moments later we landed in a
room which had soft and bumpy
walls. It was fiery hot in there.
Soon | felt the room was getting
filled with some caustic water
that was almost ripping my skin
off. | saw my skin loosening and
blood spurting out, and | was
getting drowned in that hot
water that was just about to take
my breath away. | even saw aliens
getting killed by that caustic
solution. Only God knows what
that terrific thing was!

After getting churned in that
hot water and screaming to death
for long hours, a door opened
just beneath me on the floor, and
led to another dreadful slide.
Turning my eyes back to Perk, |
saw him moving backwards up
the slide, being pulled by
someone. After it, | heard a voice
as loud as thunder that shook me
totally from within.

Then | saw the door behind
me closing and | couldn't see or

hear Perk anymore. And | was
being carried ahead where | saw
watery juices being poured on
me, all on my way down, from
various windows surrounding
me. The slide became more loopy.

Then | saw my body parts
getting ripped apart: my hands,
feet, legs, arms, trunk, head, eyes,
ears, nose, mouth, hair were all
dislodged. They began floating in
space, and sliding together down
into wider slide zones. It further
tried to break me down and suck
out all that | had in my veins. A
slimy fluid led me down faster by
lubricating all my parts.

Then | entered into a small
storage room along with all my
segments getting collected for
some time. But soon | saw
movements in the walls of rooms
that led me into a small door. The
door opened to propel me into a
sharply-illuminated space, and |
realized that | was out of the slide.
But | was in a bad, smelly, wet,
but firm and lumpy state just like
a sausage, getting dropped into a
smelly pond.
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yeriment was running
.,Hié -SOn's birth

. g‘lfted me w rny fatber Secondly, my
family claimed that | never crawled like other
normal toddlers, t_ﬁrectly started walking.

Lastly, my parents ¢ id not have to train me the

hard way: | was very docile.

One day my father came to me with a very
smiling and proud face, and handed me a form. |
read something written on the top of the form
"Admission Form", beneath it "Indian Military
School". "You will clear this entrance exam and
you will be a successful person!" The belief was

‘\,\\.! . : / . ‘f"
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clear to me. Now, according to my father, if | passed
that exam and spent the most precious years of my
childhood living away from my family, | would
become a successful person.

From the next day, my father started training me
like him: like an army officer. He arranged three terrific
home tuitions for me. TERRIFIC 1: 4:30 a.m.-6:00 a.m.;
TERRIFIC 2: 3:00 p.m.-4:00 p.m.; and at last TERRIFIC 3:
7:00 p.m.-8:00 p.m. For an 11 years old cute child it
was a tiring labour. And those teachers also got
bored.

Even then, fighting with all of those odds and
pains, | cleared the written exam. Now my father's
dream seemed close to realization. On that day, his
broad army chest might have broadened by two more
inches. | was also very happy, not with my success, but
with the thought that | would get rid of tuitions; and |
would get to enjoy evening games with my peers.

But no! There was one more horrible obstacle: The
interview.

Again, my father fixed evening coaching classes

for me. It was supposed to help me in improving my
English and to enhance my ability to interact with
new people. But this time, | got a very different
teacher. If | close my eyes, | can easily recall his face in
detail: A tall, thin, fashionable, long-haired, hat-
wearing man with painted nails and lipstick on lips! A
very strange, but a handsome gentleman. He was a
professional singer. | used to go to his place. On
seeing all of his musical instruments, | felt an urge for
music. (Oh, | just forgot to mention that | had and still
have a very strong interest in singing.) | always
wanted to learn music from him, but | had to focus on
communication skills. Aah! Boring.

| wasted my precious years in a useless labour as
neither | could crack the interview nor learn music
then. My father's experiment, too, failed.

As dreams, whether fulfilled or unfulfilled, fade
away from our lives, so was my father’s. Thereafter, |
lived my life as a normal kid, not a divine one. And,
yes, | did follow my passion and learnt a bit of music
later in my life.
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Freeze and Release

Shweta Suman

“Presenting a 9-year old, extremely
beautiful and elegant Kathak dancer
Shweta Suman,” so that was how | was
introduced on the stage of a huge
auditorium, jam-packed with almost
1000 people. For the first time in my
life, | found myself standing in front of
unfamiliar faces, gazing at me. Though |
had performed a few times at school,
but this was different. It was not a
poetry recitation or storytelling
competition with a bunch of school
kids, it seemed much bigger and very
serious indeed.

Now if | think of it, it was probably a
miniature of India’s Got Talent, for
people from different backgrounds and
age groups were there to showcase
their talents. Till today | don't know
how | ended up being there. For all |
remember is that one day when | was
on my way back home from my Kathak

class, my father took me to an ice cream
parlour and got me my favourite ice
cream flavour.

One thing you need to know about
my father is that he is a witty old man,
and, being his usual self, he asked me
to perform at the talent show being
organized by the Air Force Creative
Committee. Another thing that you
should know about me is that | have a
sweet tooth which means | cannot
resist anything that’s sugary and sweet;
and, for that matter, even sugar-coated
words. So | agreed instantly.

| think | was bribed by my father.
And the funny thing is that | can still be
convinced for anything if you offer me
an ice cream with a scoop of
caramelized words.

So, coming back to the D-Day,
everything was going smooth. My
overexcited mother was panicking
about, getting me ready on time. My
father was playing the hyperactive
paparazzi, clicking my: pictures from
every angle possible. And if you are

wondering how | was doing in the
middle of all this chaos, then, my friend,
need | remind you that | was just a 9
year old kid? Obviously, | was just
excited for putting on makeup for the
first time. (Well, yeah, that's the biggest
fantasy of every little girl in the world.)
However, after hours of drowning in
panic and excitement we were
somehow able to reach the venue on

time. | was still in my zone and relishing

my fairy tale moment. | was already
soaring high in sky with all the
compliments that | received the
moment | entered the backstage.

My mother was more nervous and
worried than | was. My dance was the
opening act of the show. Fifteen
minutes before my performance, my
father came to me and said, “When you
go on the stage, you might see a huge
crowd in front of you, people you have
never seen before. But remember, they
all are there to see you dance. So just
go on the stage and show them your
dancing skills."



% b Now at this point in any Bollywood
i movie, the child would suddenly get
infused with confidence. But since life is
not a Dharma production movie, obviously
| got nervous for the first time since the day
| had agreed to perform. It was that very
moment when | experienced what is
: - commonly known as stage fright. | wanted
- to sneak out of the backstage and run all
' the way back home. But | couldn't for my
: equally nervous mother was holding my
hands sotlghtly that even handcuffs would
falhf compared to the grasp of her hands.
“_" Flfteen minutes later | was standing on
_ The stage had turned into a

- audience. T'w
~ had in store for
~ The mﬂﬁ’ﬂc was. ayed and | began (110
formance. And then, came the
ing moment without even knocking.
(Y7 A minute into the performance and all of a
4, + ~_ sudden, due to some technical snag, the
}') 4 -""",music.stopped. | stood there - frozen to
' death. The only thing that came into my

A7 " 'I:\
| f

mind was to immediately run backstage.
And as | was about to do so the little pep
talk that my dad had given me a few
minutes earlier popped up in my head
again. It is then that | decided to stay on
stage, and look in the eyes of the audience
to convey to them that if they were there
to see me dance, then they wouldn't leave
the auditorium disappointed.

| stood there for one full minute,
waiting for the glitch to be fixed. And then
the organizer of the event apologized for
the snag, appreciating the confidence of
the 9 years old girl who faced it like a pro.
The music was played again, and,
channeling my inner Aishwarya Rai, |
danced my heart out on a hit single of one
of the greatest romantic tragedies Devdas.

Is it possible that | can still hear the
echo of the applause that | received that
day? Well, | can't be sure of that. But one
thing that has stayed with me from that
day is that you should hold on to your
confidence when things don't seem to go
your way. If you do, circumstances will
definitely get favourable one day.
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The Smile That
Breathed New Life

I E Abhishek Bhau
The sun was playing hide and seek
on that chilly day. People were
swarming and  buzzing like
mosquitoes all over the place. As
usual, beggars were playing the role
of spoilsports. There was nothing
good about that morning.

Along with my cousins, | was
headed towards the Hard Rock Cafe,
Saket. As per our daily routine, we
had tea first from our favourite place
and then we took a cab. Now we
were all set to go téte-a-téte with
another manager, being already
rejected by kazillions of managers.

On my way, | was reminiscing
about the status of my life a couple of
years ago. | was this fun guy whom
people had conferred the title of
"stress buster". | was a public figure
back then. Every second person
would shout FOG (my rock band) on
catching a glimpse of me or any of

Photo: Vaibhav Agrawal

my bandmates. Parties were dead
without us.

Suddenly there was the
cacophony of the screeching of the
brakes. "Hey Bhagwaan! this traffic
jam always gives a hard time," cried
the cab driver. His hoarse voice woke
me up from my unbridled reverie. He
further stressed, "These jams are just
a result of the ignorance of the
people about the traffic rules. They
don't even know the basics of
crossing a road

In the meantime, a girl of 12-13
years approached our window. "One
rose for 20 bucks, two for 30,
shouted she with zeal. She was clad
in a simple frock and was barefoot.
And we were shivering even in our
leather jackets. It was an ironic
moment. Top grain leather and pure
cashmere cable knit socks were no
match for her angelic soles. And that
gave solace to me.

Despite her being so scarcely
dressed, she possessed a smile that
never left her face. Some were just
like me who gave a cold stare to the
girl while some were kind enough to

at least buy one rose.

"Ask her the way. She looks like a
local," chimed in the guitarist of my
band. | sneaked my head out of the
window like a cock and looked at her
with inquiring eyes. | was totally
mesmerized by the girl's persona. As
if she was not from this world. She
appeared to be a celestial figure. The
smile never left her, even when the
rate of rejections was much more
than acceptance. Her smile was
supplying me such amount of energy
that | swiftly felt that | was turning
into a superhero.

"Where is the way?" | asked her.
She pointed us towards the right
direction. At that moment the jam
cleared. The driver dashed on
towards the destination.

| felt a new life bursting within
me. | turned back and tried to catch a
glance of her blissful smile. The girl
was back in her business, and she
was smiling.



The Broken Bow

Vivek Tomar

The fog of Chilaun was impenetrable.
Two kids had gone missing in the dense
fog. Their starved bodies were found
weeks later. It was now accepted by the
villagers that the fog had come to stay.
When Ballu asked his ‘mother why it
wouldn’t wither away, she didn't really
have .an answer. It isn't a secret that
Himachal is called the land of Gods, but it
was not known that the local God who
was the caretaker of Chilaun was furious
with it. There - were so many little hearts
aching in Chilaun that the voices crying
out in pain and the phony prayers were
deafening to Him. One day, the clamour
grew so loud that the God summoned
fog from the other world and poured it
on Chilaun as a punishment to muffle the
voices. But whenever even one little
heart would stop aching, the fog would
subside for some time.

One such day was when Ballu was
playing with other children in the
unsown paddy fields. Ballu was the
oldest son of three in the only dalit family
of Chilaun. He was never allowed to play
with the other kids because of his caste.
Ballu’s grandfather, Kundan, was the
great archer who had fought alongside
the ruler of his time. Soon after his death,
his valour and contribution were
forgotten. The only thing left of him was
his bow. The family was again seen as

dalits.

That day, Ballu had furtively snuck the
bow with him. The other kids and the
sahukar's (moneylender) son,  Manoj,
were fascinated by it. They agreed to let
Ballu and his little brothers play with
them, ignoring their parents’ death
threats. Ballu had been bullied before
because of his social status. He had seen
people treating him differently. This little
game of |-Spy meant the world to him.
His little heart stopped aching while
playing. The God must have smiled upon
watching them play, for the fog subsided
and the sweet sunshine shone over
Chilaun.

The unsown paddy fields were filled
with rainwater and the sunlight had
made the water warm. All the children
including Ballu played all sorts of games
there. They were all drenched in muddy
water, but nobody seemed to care. It was
the perfect day till then. Ballu hadn't seen
Manoj in a while, so he looked around
and saw him trying to stretch the bow
almost beyond its capacity. He started
running towards Manoj, fearing the
worst and shouting at the top of his voice
when he heard a crack and the bow
broke into two pieces.

Before Ballu could say anything,
Manoj grew contentious and started
blaming Ballu for bringing the bow there
in the first place. He said that a low life
like Ballu should have never been
allowed to play with them. Ballu couldn’t
take all this, and he pushed- Manoj in

anger. This was enough for Manoj to get
out of ‘the situation, .and he  started
crying and ran home to his father.

He fed him the twisted narrative, and
Manoj's father came with him to the
paddy fields. He stepped up his pace as
he saw Ballu and, before Ballu could utter
a word, slapped him across his face, and
yanked him by his arm while spewing
obscenities.

Ballu was overwhelmed with so many
emotions that he didn’t have words to
tell his mother, Tulsi, what had happened.
His feelings found an outlet in tears, and
somehow with choking sobs he told her
the story. He wanted her to come with
her and fight from his-side like Manoj's
father had done. He really needed a
guarding parent.

But to his dismay, she started hitting
him with her muddy hands, covered in
paste, with tears in her eyes. “We're not
equal to them. Why dont you
understand? | cannot fight for you. We
had lost when we were born! Tulsi broke
down in tears after this and hugged her
son tight. He felt comfort in his mother’s
embrace, but his little heart had started
aching once more. Fog engulfed the
village again. Roaring thunder startled
the napping villagers. The grains,
blankets, and pickles were taken inside.
The God’s tears came down as rain.
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'Understanding the Universe
through Mathematlcs

Dr. Sarika Verma

The cﬁfio_si_ty to explore the unknown has helped humankind to

unfold many mysteries of the universe. Still, we are nowhere close
- to understandmg the complex:ty of the universe. It is evident that
the universe has a design. One such deS|gn is called the "divine
proportlon Whlle ever'y pattern in the universe does not possess

-~ the divine proportion, it is stzII a hlngg

Bsao [c understand the dwlne proportlon one must understand

the “Frbonaccrsequence [tis-a recursi! 3
addlng the two pre\nou-s numbes i.'theﬁeguence [8ei0:1,1, 2,
] 5B 13 39 34.. . The guotient of Ihe adjacent Flbonaca
numbers.;mSSes.ses a i'emarkable propomgn roughly 1 618 It |s
knowhas the divme propornon or the Golden ratio.-

‘The d:vme prbportlon in the universe can be found in the - Al
|deaI packlng arrangement 1n flower petals that- aIIows the best P
possible exposure to sunltght The ratlo of the number of female 2
. bees and the number of male bees in any given hlve is 1.618..
Sunﬂowers whlch ‘have opposing spirals of seeds, have a divine 3
proportlbn between the dlamet'ers of each rotation. Leonardo da
-Vinci. has mcorporated duwne proportlon in h|s pamtangs Ilke

Mona Lisa.

.-

of the. unlverse :

! uence, generated by “" -

nanNNNANNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNANNANNNANNAN

The dlvme propomon has captwated mathematlmans, i
artlsts, des1gners, and scientists for centuries. It-can be used to’ , :

. describe the proportlons of atoms to the most advanced ‘patterns
in the large celestial bodles Mathematlcs is, indeed, the Ianguage '
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shyant Kumar Goulia

| have been thinking for a long time that several wise
men like Kabir and Ravidas were not formally
educated, and yet they taught us valuable lessons.
Many of these are being taught in schools and
colleges. Even many students pursue PhD on them.

It is quite astonishing that intellectuals, scholars,
thinkers are researching on them. Where did these
"uneducated" people get their knowledge if not at
educational institutions? What is the worth of their
knowledge?

Well, they turned inwards. They explored their
inner beings through meditation. They did intense
sadhana; lived disciplined lives; some followed the
path of devotion. And they discovered mysteries that
are beyond this world. They got access to a form of
knowledge that transcends all human knowledge.
They realized within themselves the cosmic
consciousness and its immense beauty.

This is the power of meditation. Sitting silently,
focused and relaxed, a meditator can discover the
highest truth of existence.

Pail'lting: Pa ’--{'.;'.'-:':
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Book Title: 2+2=4

A highly inspirational book, 2+2#4 suggests some simple ways to live a carefree and
creative life. The book is focused on the existing education system that needs to be

more joy-centric than job-centric.

Available on Amazon.
To buy a copy, you can also contact : 79875 88158

5



< A A

FOUNDATION

A Poetry of Life

A confluence of visual melodies and literary delights,
Sirjan Sangam encapsulates human beings' journey of love, labour, and liberty.

Dr. Nakul Kundra, Deptt. of English, University of Allahabad, Prayagraj

A wonderful and noble idea for creating lovely collections of visual art
and literature. Heartiest blessings to all.

Dr. Sameer Chaudhary, Child Specialist, Founder of Little Star Foundation, Katni (M.P.)

Srijan Sangam brings out what remains most neglected in the education system:
Creative talent. And it does so splendidly.

Saurabh Mehta, Producer & Content Creator, Bharti Films, Mumbai

A fantastic fun opportunity to enjoy different arts in a delightful relaxed setting.
Yukti Thakur, Fashion Stylist, Chapter 3 Films Studio, Pune.
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Meditation Creativity

Join Us:
7987588158 Kavya App



