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We would like to take this as a chance to thank everyone who has helped in the
making of this magazine. We always have the blessings and best wishes of the
patron of Progressive Education Society Dr. GR Ekbote and his associates Prof
Suresh Todkar and Dr. Prakash Dixit. We would like to thank our respected
Principal, Dr. Sanjay Kharat Sir, who has inspired, encouraged, and been
incredibly generous, to provide us with a platform that helps us to showcase
our talents and opinions. This was an opportunity to start something new. We
have been able to come up with this virtual magazine because of his
involvement and dedication to this college as well as its students' interests.

Dr. Jyoti Gagangras, our Vice-Principal has also been a very supportive
presence. She is very enthusiastic about all the activities and programs that
are held in the college. She helped this journal come to life with her support.
She was very substantial in giving us liberty in order to release this journal.
Her support is greatly appreciated and has been part of the motive that kept us

going.

Dr. Shampa Chakravarthy is not only our teacher, but a very optimistic and
cheerful person who motivates us to delve into our interests. She pushes us to
achieve far more than we thought we could. She believes in the hands-on
method of teaching and has always been at our aid. This journal was just an
idea, but she put so much faith in it and us. She has been the driving force
behind this initiative and we are very thankful for her critique on all of the
work.

We would like to thank all the members of the English Department who spared
time from their busy schedule and helped us put forth our initiative and
introduce the virtual journal. They have supported us in our endeavor, been
proud of us for taking initiative and become the motivation we needed to
succeed.

Everyone who has contributed, the budding writers and poets who have
submitted their work and have been selected to feature in the journal, we
thank you for being willing to participate. We would also like to appreciate
your courage in overcoming your insecurities and being ready to bare your
soul through your words.




“Illusion is the first of all pleasures.”
~ Voltaire







“If we choose, we can live in a world of comforting illusion.”
~ Naom Chomsky




“Time is an illusion. Lunchtime doubly so.”
~ Douglas Adams




“I like coffee because it gives me the illusion that I might be awake.”

~ Lewis Black




“I talk about the gods, I am an atheist. But I am an artist too, and therefore a liar.
Distrust everything I say. I am telling the truth.”

- Ursula K. Le Guin
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[ /r'lu:3(3)n/ noun]
a deceptive appearance
or impression.
"One c{ay everytﬁing will be
well, that is our ﬁqpe.
verytﬁing's well toe{ay, that is
our illusion.”
- Voltaire
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“To believe you have nothing more to learn is a dangerous illusion.”
~ Anonymous




“Life has no meaning the moment you lose the illusion of being eternal.”
~ Jean-Paul Sartre




“Illusion is an anodyne, bred by the gap between wish and reality.”

~ Herman Wouk
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“Is not this whole world an illusion? And yet it fools everybody.”
~ Angela Carter




“Illusion is needed to disquise the emptiness within.”
~ Arthur Erickson




Beauty Of Misinterpretation
J

Illusions can be defined as the misinterpretation of a perceived object or
stimulus when mixed with a mental image. This turns out to define most of
the things in our life when you think about it, and that's the beauty of it.
Every single person in the world perceives the same things in a spectrum of
different ways that may or may not be the same.

A person may fill in the blank "__ook" with the letter "1" and read it as "look"
whereas someone else may fill the blank with "b" and read it as "book". That
says a lot about how every single thing you perceive is just a result of how
your thoughts work. Every mood and emotion you go through changes how
you perceive various things. Some bereaved see their loved ones after their
passing, while an anxious individual would see a stalker on every dark street
and corner.

Illusions seem to work effortlessly when a magician pulls a rabbit out of a
hat or how a thirsty person sees a mirage on a hot day or how 2 equal lines
appear unequal when you draw arrows on them in different directions.

Along with all these conventional examples, the most common "illusion” we
let ourselves thrive under is of love. It's a grandiose illusion which you create
for yourself. A world you seem to look at through rose-tinted glasses. A world
where everything seems happy and nothing could ever go wrong; but that's
the thing about illusions. They break. As easily and effortlessly as they're
made, and when that happens, the little touch of magic which made it all
beautiful, vanishes. Things never feel the same anymore. The tricks don't
seem too fancy when you realise that it's just your brain trying to feed you
misinformation using past experiences.

When I think about it, all of the misunderstandings, misinterpretations,
twisting of words, love gone sour. All of them feel like illusions we make for
ourselves. Molding every single piece of information we come across with
our subjective thoughts and emotions. That is what makes life so interesting
for me: to think that every interaction we have may be just a tangle of
illusions and perceptions.
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“The single biggest problem in communication is the illusion that it has taken place.”
~ George Bernard Shaw
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"It was as if he hollowed me out and filled me with feathers. He helped me be Cool
Girl — I couldn’t have been Cool Girl with anyone else. I wouldn’t have wanted to."
~ Gillian Flynn, Gone Girl



https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/13306276

The Realisation

Ritika brushed her hair with a comb as she looked at herself in the
mirror. If it wasn’t for Rhea, her cousin, she wouldn’t have agreed to bear
with Hardik for even a day more. It was her who had introduced Ritika to
Hardik in their college days, who later became her husband. After ten
years of marriage, they found themselves fighting over the most trivial
things in the lockdown. The couple who previously managed their lives
after eight hours of daily hassle were forced to live under the same roof
for twenty-four hours, thanks to the virus breakout. The initial short
quarrels over morning coffee slowly built up to fights that lasted for
hours.

Initially, Ritika moved out to the guest room, but now she wanted to
leave the apartment itself, as well as his life. They consulted a lawyer who
suggested they bear with each other till the lockdown would be lifted.
Having no other options at hand, the two had to oblige. It was about two
weeks ago that the government had declared the termination of lockdown
in their state. The two were relieved that they could finally get rid of each
other, but then just two days before they were going to visit their lawyer,
Ritika received a call from Rhea. She invited them for dinner over the
weekend. They had decided to postpone the meeting because they couldn’t
say no to her. The day had arrived and the two were getting ready to leave.

Ritika wore a red saree with a maroon blouse that complimented her
fair skin. Her face was making it obvious that she was in her mid-thirties.
She put some foundation on her cheeks to cover up the wrinkles. She hid
her age behind the makeup, just like she would hide her frustration
behind her plastic smile. Just when she was about to put on her earrings,
she heard a knock on her door. “Hurry up!” Hardik said from outside.

“Just a minute!” she replied loudly.

The two got into the car. Hardik sat on the passenger’s seat while Ritika
drove. He guided her looking at the map on his phone. They reached the
hotel and he got out of the car at the entrance while she drove further. She
met him at the entrance after parking the car. They looked at each other
before going in.




from dad that mom had to be admitted. She was dlagnosed p051t1ve for
COVID-19 and I panicked! The first week after I received that news, I was

stressed all the time.




Then one of my colleagues suggested for I join an online COVID support
group. That's where we met.” She looked at him lovingly.

“My father had been admitted too and he already had gsthma issues,”
Rahil continued what she was saying, “We connected better because both
of our parents were in similar situations. We continued to talk over chat.
And in a few weeks we found ourselves in love!” they both smiled.

And she spoke further, “And on sixteenth June, we lost his father.” Their
smile faded a bit, “But Rhea was there to support me. She helped me
recover.”" They both held their hands together.

“And we got married online! And guess what, we are going to register
our marriage and move in together on Monday!”

Ritika and Hardik went silent. They had to deal with the joy of Rhea’s
marriage and the feelings of separation all at the same time. They both
tried to go along with the conversation without letting their issues pop in.
They talked about other topics and caught up with each other’s lives for a
while. Hardik picked up his glass of water and took a sip. From the corner
of his right eye, he saw a man sitting on a table diagonally opposite to him.
He was well dressed. His attire suggested that his bank balance must be a
fortune. It was clear from where Hardik sat, that the man had ordered
more than his capacity. What intrigued Hardik the most about the man
was that at regular intervals, he seemed to be talking to a mysterious
invisible entity. Hardik tried to dismiss his thoughts but he couldn’t ignore
him.

Finally, after a few minutes, he excused himself to use the restroom. He
intentionally walked close to the table where the man was seated. He could
make out from his words that the man was talking to some feminine
entity. He giggled softly and continued. Ritika got distracted by a
notification sound. She opened her purse and fetched her phone. While she
scrolled through her phone, Rhea grabbed her free hand.

“You don’t know how lucky you are Ritika. You had a loving and healthy
husband to support you in your house. I was all alone in my house. Please
cherish your relations.” She spoke with a wry smile. Ritika was filled with
guilt now. She doubted her decision.




“You mean to say that this madness has been happening for the last

sixteen years?” he asked with a sense of astonishment in his eyes.




“No!” the waiter said firmly, “Initially for four years he came here along
with his wife. Each year they would celebrate their anniversary, but then
the next year his wife did not accompany him. Yet he ordel?d the food for
two people, sat on the same table and chatted with an invisible woman
before him. The manager was confused about his behaviour. He left with
half of the food untouched.”

Hardik listened with all his attention, “When our manager inquired
about him, he came to know that the poor lady had passed away in a car
accident that year. The man was so traumatised, he couldn't believe that
life had taken away his better half. A year later he reappeared in the hotel
and demanded the same table. The manager felt pity for the poor man and
somehow arranged the table for him even though it was already reserved
for someone else. Since then, every year he comes to this hotel on this day,
books the same table, orders the same food and walks out with half the
food untouched. Later as instructed by the manager, we distribute the food
among the staff members as a treat. Even after so many years, he still loves
his wife so much!”

Hardik was speechless. All that he could have said was being said. He
joined the table where he and his wife pretended to enjoy the dinner. They
waved goodbye at the end of the night to the other couple and then Hardik
drove them back home.

Mukul sat in his balcony staring at the dark sky. His long illusion had
been shattered today. Nothing seemed to make sense to him. Suddenly he
heard a familiar feminine voice calling his name, ‘Mukul’. He looked
towards the direction of the voice. His wife stood before him looking at him
lovingly. He closed his eyes and let the tears flow. His phone rang, it was
his assistant. Mukul had been avoiding his calls for the past few days. He
wanted to stay away from his business. She called him again,

‘Mukul...’

Hardik's voice echoed in his ears, ‘I am sorry Sir, but there was no one in
front of you on that table,’

His head ached. Slowly he calmed down. She called him again, ‘Mukul...’
He ignored her. He was finally getting to terms with what Hardik had said.




“Losing an illusion makes you wiser than finding a truth.”
~ Ludwig Borne




boomed thought out their house.
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"Dadda, Pappu bhaiya said that I can use that machine they use for
folding the clothes if we go to his shop tomorrow. Can we go please?!"

Unlike Pappu, her father could never turn down those puppy eyes.
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of his wife for his daughter, without it being




When they both were done AI“ would colle,c;t th :
'secret letterbox to Santa'. Tiya always believed it was through a g1normous
mirror wall, where only adults can go.







“How strange when an illusion dies. It's as though you've lost a child.”
~ Judy Garland
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company source, the inspiration was to change how tiles are viewed.

"Animation is about creating the illusion of life, and you can't

create it if you don't have one.”
~ Brad Bird




The Museum Of Illlusions, New Delhi

This museum offers an immersive experience for people of all ages and
makes it worth their time. There are a number of exhibits (in picture:
clone table; anti-gravity room; head on a platter) that make it an
enjoyable experience for everyone, be it children or adults

A SEASON UNDER THE TREES BY FRANCOIS ADELANET

Called ‘Qui croire?’ in French, meaning what or who to believe; this =
landscape installation by Francois Abelanet was commissioned by the city of
Paris to celebrate ‘A season under the trees’. If you look from a specific
angle and height, it would seem like a globe with some trees on top of it. In
reality, though, it is a 1500 square meter sprawling installation. According
to the website of the artist, it took 5 days and 90 people to create this
‘anamorphosis’ installation.

“Photography is a kind of virtual reality, and it helps if you can
create the illusion of being in an interesting world.”
~ Steven Pinker



DALSTON HOUSE BY LEANDRO ERLICH

Lo oA

This art will do away with your sense of coordination altogether. Leandro
Erlich, an artist from Argentina gives an interactive experience with this
temporary installation in Hackney, commissioned by the Barbican Gallery,
London; to participants who get the illusion of sitting on ledges, dangling
and scaling the sides of buildings. It allowed people young and old to have
the thrill of performing daring stunts all the while remaining safely on the
ground. The structure was made to resemble the many nineteenth-century
Victorian terraces lining the neighboring streets of the area. The facade lies
face-up, with a mirror positioned at 45 degrees to reflect the going on

below.

CHALK ART BY JULIAN BEEVER
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While previously holding jobs like “photographer’s assistant, tree-planter,
carpet-fitter, art teacher, English teacher, street entertainer and Punch and
Judy Man,” Julian Beever landed in the perfect career—a world-renowned
artist who creates terrifyingly real pavement art with chalk. Take a walk past
one of Beever’s works and you could find yourself teetering atop a building in
Time Square or sitting on the top of a frighteningly steep ferris wheel.

“Life is an illusion. I am held together in the nothingness by art.”
~ Anselm Kiefer



around them — proving humans cannot separate ou
— Madeleine Muzdakis

“Painting is an illusion, a piece of magic, so what you see is not what you see.”
~ Philip Guston
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“Sometimes my art is just an illusion - or is it?”
~ Criss Angel




Clues Unfound
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Across

3. an imaginary place of delicate beauty or
magical charm

8. protective talisman that is used to protect
people from nightmares

10. ability of the mind to be creative

13. having existence

14. an idea with no basis in reality
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Down

1. the ability to think clearly

2. an experience involving the apparent
perception of something not present

4, series of pleasant thoughts that distract
one's attention from the present

5. frightening or unpleasant dream

6. a conception or image created by the
imagination and having no objective reality
7. prediction of what will happen in the
future

9. condition of great mental concentration
or abstraction

11. illusion

12. an imagined place or state of things in
which everything is perfect

“The greatest enemy of progress is the illusion of knowledge.”
~ John Young




